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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 


THE / 


DUTCHESS OF YORK. 


MA DA 


WHATEVER merit a literary 
production may poſſess, such is the 
prevalence of faſhion, that dis- 
tinguiſhed virtue and exalted ſitua- 
tion, are highly neceſſary to uſher 
it into notice. To Your ROYALE 
HionNESss therefore I submitted 
my appeal; my wiſhes were gra- 

2 tified; 


2 Dedication. 
tified ; and Your ILLUSTRIOUS 
PATRONAGE rescued the feeble 


effort from obscurity, and crowned 


it with success. 


The hungry traveller, barefoot 
and forlorn, bending his weary 
footſteps to his hapless home, by 
pitying chance, perhaps, directed, 
views through the trees the Man- 
fron of Felicity; and as his wiſhful 
eye surveys the Royal Abode, 
hope whispers to his ſinking breaſt 
—* Tt is there Benevolence re- 
fides!“ Diſtress is his paſſport 


to 


== 
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to Your ROYAL EAR, misery is 
dismiſſed, and the poor wretch, 
made happy by your bounty, 
flies to his home, to ſhare the com- 
forts it has purchased with his 
young, who, in their infant prat- 
| tle, are taught to bless the DoNoR, 


SGauch are the virtues affluence 
ſhould emulate. They that are 
moſt deserving of applauſe, are less 
ambitious ot obtaining it; who, 
like YourR Royal HiGuNEss, 
with their benevolence less dis- 
tinguiſhable byhavingmany equals, 
bh. oY than 
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| than to ſhine in an unrivalled luſtre 
| the Phoenix of theadmiring World. 


With every mark of * | 
| and xeape, 


Your Royal Highness' 


Moſt humble 


| And devoted Servant, 
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# * * 
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MORT CASTLE; 
A Gothic Story. 


CHAP. I. 


e This manſion own'd an aged knight, 
« And such a man was he 

* As Heaven juſt ſhews to human ſights 
« To tell what man ſhould be. 

© Religion taught him to suſtain 
* What nature bad him feel, 


« And piety reliey'd the pain n 
Which time could never heal: 3 
« Yet Heaven's decrees, are juſt and wiſe, 


«« A man is born to bear; 
* Toy is the portion of the ſkies— SER 
« Beneath them all is care.” H. Mooxt, 


= P 


Sons few miles diſtant from Ilfra- 
comb, in the ſhire of Devon, is a 
small village, called Mort; taking its 


T? 


name from an ancient caſtle which 


formerly ſtood there, close adjoining; 
B the 
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the sea, and ſhrowded from its ſtorms 


by numerous rocks cluſtered together, 


to protect its Gothic structure. So se- 


cluded a retirement from public no- 
tice, and so truly romantic is the spot, 
that joy herself muſt yield to muſing 
melancholy, and with amazement gaze 


on a landscape so fraught with terror. 


The biſhops having given umbrage 
to their prelate, Becket, he suspended 


them by virtue of the Popiſh Bull, un- 


til they had yielded him that retribu- 
tion he had required of them. Un- 


willing to comply with the conditions 
made by this haughty prieſt, they fled 


to Normandy, craving protection from 
their king, Henry the Second; the mo- 
narch haraſſed with the cares of ſtate, 
fatigued with waging continual war, 
and troubled that his credulity had 


placed 
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placed himself and kingdom so much 
in the power of that arrogant Arch- 
biſhop; angrily exclaimed, “ It is 
my great unhappineſs that, among 
all my servants, there is not one who 
dares to revenge the affronts Iam daily 
receiving from a wretched prieſt !'!— 
Sir William de Tracey being present, 
and thinking to oblige his injured 
sovereign, departed inſtantly for Eng- 
land, to be, as he thought, the lauda- 
ble perpetrator of the king's deſire; 
and, aſſiſted by three others, actually 
daſhed out Becket's brains while 
kneeling in devotion at the altar of 
Canterbury cathedral, the 13th, of 
December 1171. Exulting in the 
ſacrilegious deed, he returned to Henry, 
avowing what he had done, expect- 
ing in reward the monarch's future 
favour; but the humane king, con- 

* 2 scious 
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scious that his haſty speech had occa- 
ſioned the murder of the pious man, 
reproved the officious act, granting 
pardon to the offenders on the sole con- 
dition of their baniſhing themselves for 
ever from his presence. Stung with 
remorse, Tracey sought an asylum 
in this dreary retirement, where, after 
a life of continual torment from a 
wounded reflection, he drooped to 
the grave, a woeful example of the 
juſtness of his deserved puniſhment 
for the heinous ſin he had committed. 


At his death, he bequeathed his 
dwelling and effects to his next of kin, 
who ſhocked at reſiding in a mur- 
derer's haunt, relinquiſhed his right 
of it to De Courcy, a wealthy baron, 
and lord of that manor, on condition 
of a handsome gratuity, and his rais- 


ing 
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ing a monument to the memory of 
his uncle's remains, then buried in the 
church. — This, the lord de Courcy 
complied with, and to this day the 
inscription, though much effaced by 
time, is sufficiently legible to satisfy 
the curioſity of a reader. thus ſay the 
characters. 


« Here lie the bonnes of Syre Sbillame 
De Tracey, | 
*© The Lord vpon his ſovle have merci.“ “ 


The 


— 


8 — 
— 


On a tomb in Mort church is the above inscrip- 
tion on a marble ſlab, ornamented with the figure of a 
prieſt. The Arms at the ſides, are Az. 3 Lyons paſſant 
guardant, Az. Camville. Arg: 2 barrs G. Martin. Az. 
a Saltire O. St. Aubyn. It was broke open in the laſt 
century, and the lead round the aſhes carried off. This 
monument on the authority of a Mr. Riſdon, has been 
generally aſcribed to Sir William de Tracey, who hved 
23 years under ſentence of Excommunication after 
murdering Becket, and is supposed to have reſided at 
Mort Caſtle, from wheace that pariſh hath derived its 


name, 
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The habitations occupied by the 
poorer sort of people, are chiefly built 
of clay, which being hardened By 
the air, become durable and. water- 
proof. — Their inhabitants are peasants, 
poorly subſiſting upon the gleanings of 
their labour, and who know no greater 
luxury than enjoying, as the wages of 
their toil, a sufficiency of homely fare 
to bear up nature till the morrow; for 
which with thankfulness they retire to 
repoſe, and with the riſing sun renew 
the willing taſk. De Courcy, on be- 
coming poſſeſſor of the caſtle and the 
adjoining land, sought to ensure his 
telicity, by gaining the loves of the 
affectionate ruſtics, If misunderſtand- 
ings arose, his was the pleaſing em- 
ployment to huſh the tumult; he sooth- 
ed the impetuous with wholesome 
reasoning, and rewarded the injured, 
as 


A Sothic Story. 15 

as they thought, amply with his fa- 
vour.— Misery was extirpated from 
this little society; for heaven had 
bleſſed them with a lord whose ſtudy 
it was to dispense pleasures around 
him, and chase away their care. The 
civil wars (waged with discordant par- 
ties) sometimes summoned him to aid 
his king in fight, yet, with returning 
peace he haſtened to his favourite 
retirement, to bless the dependants on ; 
his bounty, with his long wiſhed safe 
return. Then would they flock a- 
round him, anxiouſly, in turn to par- 

| take in his careſſes; some would the 
ruſtic tabor beat, to time the tuneful 
flagelet ; while others were employed 
in preparing their grateful feſtivity to 
celebrate his joyous return.— | 


* 


De Courcy 
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De Courcy was a widower, leſt with 
male twin offsprings of a loving wife, 
who expired at their birth. —Inconsol- 
able for the loss, and conſtant to his 
vow, he could eſteem no other; 
lest in making a second choice, he 
should authorize the harshness of a 
Step mother, whose influence might, 
perhaps from the want of parental fee- 
lings, have endeavoured to alienate 
his fond attention to the pledges of 
his connubial love. 


Thus did he act the part of a Mo- 
ther too, and on their dawn of speech 
he taught their infant sense to in- 
culcate religion, and prattle praises to 
| a power supreme. The tints of flat- 
tery could not over beautify his cliarac- 
ter, even description faulters at a taſk 
50 hard, owning ſhe has not words in 
PD her 
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her vocabulary, to describe the virtues 
that adorned this man. 
© Time saw the joyous spring succeed 
From winter's hoary birth; 
And echo wake the gladsome reed, 
To hail this man of worth.“ 


Here pleasure dwelt replete, un- 
known to diſtant care, and happiness 
had in Mort her ſtandard reared ; till 
sullen discord had the fates misguided 
to admit her influence for a time. 
Beſtrided then upon the pinions of 
foul envy, ſhe sought the manſion of 
peace; and finding her retirement 
flew over the land, and ſhed her bane- 
ful venom here. —Soon as maturity 
had marked its progress in De Cour- 
cy's sons, different dispoſitions seem- 
ed to actuate the minds of each. 
Albert imitated ſtrongly the virtues of 

C his 
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his ſire, while his brother Hubert, 
victim to the malady discord-had en- 
gendered in his bosom, was extreme 
in the reverse. 

It was the baron's cuſtom after every 
ſtorm to viſit the sea- ſhore, to view 
the returning calm, and search if ſhip- 
wreck had sent either a dead corse for 
his ipterring, or unprotected misery 
to call upon his ready aid for ſuccour. 
Alt chanced, that in one ofthese com- 

fort- yielding pursuits, as returning to 
his caitle, he beheld something at a 
small diftance lying upon the beach. 
Suppoſing it had been drifted thither 
by the surges of a tempeſtuous sea, he 
haſtened to the spot, where he beheld 
a chevalier reclining on a chest, to all 
appearance dead; one arm hung life— 
less to the ground, while on the other 
leaned his head, wet with the briny 
: | drops 
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drops now flowing from the ſtraggling 
hair.— Alarmed at the discovery, he 
loosed him from his hold, chafed his 
temples, and so effectual were his en- 
deavours, that by re-animating the de- 
parting faculties, he reſtored them to 
warmth and life. A few irregular 
pulsations were now perceptible, the 
clay=coloured livery of death began to 
disappear from his countenance; circu= 
lation acquired new force, and he open- 
ed his eyes with a groan, which pro- 
claimed his return from the ſhades of 
death. Riſing, he directed his wan- 
dering ſight to the heavens, but over- 
powered with the brelliant Inminary 
that ſhone there, he fell again upon his 
face. By degrees he r-trieved the an- 
imal functions, and nothing remained 
but the fatigue which nature underwent 
in the battle ſhe had lately won, He 

5:2 fixed 
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fixed his eyes once more upon De 
Courcy, and as the heart-relieving ſigh 
escaped from a bosom tortured with 
remembfance, he exclaimed in broken 
sentences, Dread, persecuting des- 
tiny Why am I overtaken in my pas- 
sage to forgetfulness, to be reſtored a- 
gain to a life embittered with accumu- 
lated horror and despair?“ „ Pre- 
sumptuous man, said de Courcy, thy 
ingratitude to providence for its mira- 
culous preservation, stamps thee un- 
worthy the charitable influence. 
What within our feeble nature have 
we hardy enough, to battle with om- 
| nicience? or is this thy acknowledge- 
| ment for the succour it hath sent thee??? 

Hear me, replied the ſtranger, look- 
| ing sullenly beneath a brow furrowed 
with a frown. Shall the perpetrator of 


crimes like mine, hope for happineſs? 
no; 
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no; if misery can atone for enormous 
guilt I have felt it in the extreme:— 


like a voracious vulture it preys upon 


my heart, to ſorrow 1 am wedded;— 
I have engendered that teeming con- 
sort with my soul, and never mult we 
part!—Life perhaps is your favourite 
miſtress, and in her cup of sweets in- 
fuses no bitter ingredient to infect your 
bliss; — once ſhe was mine I Wretch 
that am, to taint the wholesome air 
with my deteſted being! These 
tears derive not their sad source from 
weakness, but remorse ;—for alas! all 


the puniſhments juſtice can inflict, all 


the tortures that human tyranny can, 
invent, would be ease —tranquillity 
delight to the unspeakable pangs I 
now endure.” —** This is ſtrange lan- 
guage, —rephed the baron —there 
may be meaning in it, but it is dark 

and 
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and enigmatical;I cannot define the 
purport, —The ways of providence 
are unsearchable,—futurity a volume 
man is prohibited from perusal :-—l 
prythee, sir, take comfort, —contrition 
suits well the brow of an offender; and 
it proves a successful advocate, that 
gaineth clemency in the Court of 
pitying Heaven.—lt speaks in your 
behaif even to me, who gladly will in 
any way alleviate thy diſtreſſes, if by 
my power, I am permitted to do so.“ 
No, replicd the ſtranger, thy relief 
cannot in aught befriend me, — yes, if 
thou haſt influence there, speak for 
me in heaven for even now the 
images of two murdered innocents 
Present themselves to my imagination. 
All the scenes of happiness I have en- 
Joyed, all the endearing hopes which 
J ought to have cheriſed; now pass 

in 
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in review before me, embittering the 
circumſtances of my inexpreſſible woe; 
and I now conſider myself a wretched 
outcaſt from all the comforts of socie- 
ty.—A revengeful dispoſition, awa- 
kened by a supposed injury, added 
insanity to. anger, under whoſe dire 
influence I did the act that robbed me 
of my peace ! But to what a dread- 
ful reckoning was Icalled, when reason 
resumed her function ?—lr represented 
me as a wretch, deteſtable even to my- 
self; within whole reproachful boſom 
the worm of conscience gnaws on the 
heart, making memory my never cea- 
ſing tormentor. But, enough of this, 
heaven in its mercy cannot forgive 
Such execrable guilt ;—my torment- 


ed soul, breaks with my decaying body; 


— dcath's icy hand, in spite of thee, 


hath chilled my exiſtence and here Ian: 


forbid 


| 
1 
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forbid to stay. — Kind deſtiny, I yield 
me gladly to thy will! —I go to my 
dread account, not all the balsamic 
nouriſhments on earth can check my 
speed thither.— Life ſtruggles for a 
paſſage from me, —I would arreſt her 
fleeting moments as they fly me ;— for 
it is to thee they are devoted. A 
secret impulse directs my speech, and 
bids me admoniſh thee to regard the 
sentence of unerring fate ! — Part ef 
thy blood is tainted ;—use good caution, or 
it will infect the more wholesome part of 
it. Look to your life !—'tis endangered 
by one near you !—Oh !—lI can no 
more— that pang muſt end me. 
Give mea little earth, you ſhould have 
my bleſſings for it, were they not 
worthless,—You may. reach heaven 
Without them! Death loose thy hold 
I cannot travel faſter, Have mer- 


CY nm 
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cy—heaven—Oh!—” Thus spokethe 
ſtranger, and with the groan expired. 
The afflicted de Courcy ſtood penſive 
by the body, ſtill endeavouring to re- 
freſh the little of life glimmering 1n its 
socket; but supcrfluous the effort; 
humanity's aid was useless to a life de- 
parted, goodneſs had not aught to be- 
ſtow, save a ſhort prayer to beg ac- 
ceptance for a guilty soul, sent una- 
dorned by contrition to its dread ac- 
count. 


De Courcy ſtood the very ſtatue of 
amazement on the ſhore, loſt in all 
the heart-rending emotions attendant 
on humanity ; when suddenly a feeble 
groan seemed to iſſue from the cheſt, 
the lid of which, he with an effort 
ſtrengthened by the deſire of giving 
aid to wretchedness; tore away. — 

D Stript 


| : 
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Stript of the veil that ſhrowded half- 
told calamity, he discovered a female 
infant within, convulsed in death, with 
all the varied torture of agonizing want. 
Its little hands, guided by accident, 
were clenched together pourtraying a 
Supplicant, while her boneless gums 
were open, craving the antidote for 
diſſolution. Such a picture would 
have moved the moſt obdurate heart: 
what impreſſion then muſt it have upon 
De Courcy, who, as the big tear of 
anguifn drifted down his cheek, preſſed 
the helpless little one to his breaſt, en- 
deavouring to arreſt her swift depart- 
ing soul, by transferring the warmth 
of nature from himself, and breathing 
new life down her parched throat, 
now moiſtening with recovery ;—for. 
as providence was before hand with 
the baron in extending its preser- 
8 vation 
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vation—it rendered effectual the mea- 
sures he had taken to revive her, and 
bade the favourite live. He then has- 
tened to the caſtle—where he.procured 
the nouriſhment her infant wants de- 
manded, and perceiving the blooming 
fruits of his timely aſſiſtance; he bleſſed 
the accident that threw her in his 
way,—** Oh bounteous charity - ex- 
claimed the baron—thy wrongs en- 
hance thy value; would diſſipation 
ſtoop to borrow bliss of thee, theirs 
would be the benefit? not all the lux- 
uries voluptuous wealth can purchase, 
yields that nouriſhment thou doſt, when 
doing one good action, gives thee full 
Scope to grave it on the heart—a bal- 
sam for reflection !—“ 


The village monitor had chimed 
the hour of relaxation, and twilight had 
D 2 disappeared 
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disappeared from the now darkened 
mountains: hen De Courcy, accom- 
panied by two domeſtics sought the 
spot, where firſt ordained by accident 
he witneſſed the dire cataſtrophe, ho- 
ping to find a ſomething in the cheſt, 
that might give some account of the 
infant he had so miraculouſly snatched 
from death,— Guided by the torches, 
carried by his attendants, he arrived 
at the spot; but judge his surprize on 
finding the coffer not only robbed of 1ts 
contents, but the body of the unfor- 
tunate ſtranger ſtript also, and left un- 
covered to the air, Grieved at his 
disappointment—the baron aſſiſted his 
Servants in removing the body into the 
cheſt, and after commanding them to 
bear it upon their ſhoulders, followed 
to the caſtle, where after having 
made an unsuccessful search for the 

recovery 
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recovery of the. property so unac- 
countably ſtolen from thence he or- 
dered it together with the body, to 


be depoſited in a vault adjoining the 


caſtle; meaning to secure them until 
fate or accident ſhould deign to dis- 
cloſe a myſtery at present beyond his 
comprehenſion. | 


Though a self-consciousness of act- 
ing well, had ever been his comfort 
on reflection, yet, upon his piliow, 
De Courcy could not clear his bosom 
of a depreſſion, which ſeemed to bur- 
then the tranquillity that had hitherto 
reposed there: the laſt words of the 
dying ſtranger, affected his remem- 
brance,—and remembrance agonized 
suspicion.— Where may the meaning 
tend he would exclaim, Loo“ to thy 


life l1—"tis endangered by one near you 7 


Oh! 
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Oh Heaven !—this was the enigma, 
whose solution mult threaten danger to 
myself, from whom may I expect 
it? Let me remember,. — Part of thy 
blood is tainted—and will infect the more 
wwholesome part of it! Horrible pre- 
sage! — my $ons? surely no! 
they are my only kin: but 
ſnall ought direct me to live in fear of 
them? — hence suspicion !— to the 
guilty breaſt, and raakle there !—Þ'll 
heed thee not.— To Heaven's dispo- 
sal I surrender up myself—affured of 
benign protection, and entreating 
from Omnipotence a bleſſing upon my 
children, conſign myself to that un- 
diſturbed repose which ever rewards 
the deserving. 


The baron's sons had been absent 
for some time on their ſtudies, and 
had 


4 Sothie Stary. on 


had but a few days before returned to 
the caſtle, accompanied by their pre- 
ceptor; as the fond father not being 
happy ia their absence, had ordered 
they ſhould finiſh their education at 
home —Being therefore by this addi- 
tion to their family acquainted of the 
means by which ſhe became so; ge- 
nerous pity actuated the feelings of 
the one, while envy grew to hatred 
in the bosom of the other, Long 
bad Habert ſtruggled to conceal his 
malice to his brother, under the maſk 
of friendſhip; but now that another, 
a child of chance ! as he deemed her, 
ſhould ſtep between' him and the 
baron's love, he determined to satiate 
his long, ſtifled resentment, and con» 
trive the speedy ruin of them both; 
yet with all the affected humility of a 
true diſſembler, wore an outward re- 


gard 
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gard for the very objects, whose des- 
truction he waited but for an oppor- 
tunity to accompliſh.— In the mean 
time the orphan, Amanda grew, and 
as ſhe advanced towards maturity, 
beauty, embelliſhed with every virtu= 
ous accompliſhment, seemed reſident in 
Hher;—She looked on De Courcy as 
her parent, and knew no bliss so con- 
soling as to discover by any little ac- 
tion her gratitude for his protection. — 
The enraptured parent, vainly sup— 
posed he had discovered Elyſium on 
earth; life, he would say, was be- 
come a perpetual summer, nor cloud, 
nor ſtorm, he thought, could deprive 
him of its meridian temperance.— 
But fate had completed her volume, 
and had annexed to his autumn a 
winter, whoſe severity ſhould nip the 
roſcate bloſſoms of his bliss, making 
4 the 
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the foundation he had lain to render 
that bliss laſting, the cause of its dis- 
continuance. 


Albert, whose fraternal conduct, had 
gained him the ſtronger affection of 
de Courcy, was not insenſible of the 
attractions of the fair Amanda; he felt 
a passion for her, before he knew the 
name or nature of his complaint; till 
at iength, taught by the pleasure he ex- 
perienced in her company, and aſſiſt- 
ed by all- inſtructing nature, he found 
that it was more than eſteem he cheri- 
ſhed for the beauteous fair the Baron 
with the warmth of sympathy and be- 
nevolence, encouraged their partiality, 
pleased with the hope, that he ſhould 
live to see the fruit of their affection 
in anbffspring whose education ſhould 
be the employment of his declining 
years — nay, her accompliſhments were 

E zuch 
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such that they blunted the ſhaft of envy 
already raised by Hubert for her un- 
doing, and gave birth to a deſire, as 
dangerous, as unchaſte. He had nar- 
rowly scrutinized Amanda's conduct, 
in hopes of discovering some error, un- 
til insenſibly, the apathy of his dispoſi- 
tion softened into love, and he became 
the admirer of the object he was en- 
deavouring to ruin. To gratify the 
passion she had excited, he found he 
muſt have recource to diſſimulation, 
therefore like a practitioner of evil he 
formed the beguiling snare so preg- 
nated with artifice, that the very devil 
who planted it within his breaſt, might 
by its quick and subtle growth be de- 
ceived. He now courted the confi- 
dence of his too credulous brother, 
who unconscious of his dark meaning, 


and won by the joy he outwardly pro- - 
fleſſed 
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feſſed at his success, willingly related 
the subject of their love meetings—the 
pleasure ſhe apparently experienced at 
being in his company—and how by 
moonlight they did oft” declare their 
atachment for each other, as they 
in love- dictated conversation did night- 
ly walk the meadows without the cas- 
tle, enjoying the wholesome breezes 
from the sea. The attentive dissem- 
bler was pleased with this intelligence 
and the better to conceal the joy a 
sudden suggeſtion had roused in him, 
rallied Albert, queſtioning his abſti- 
nence from the enjoyment of a sumptu- 
ous feaſt, when the luxuriant banquet 
glutted with profuſion, invited his 
partaking. What continued Hu- 
bert—at night to be alone with her, 
and not profit by such indulgence ?— 
Your want of confidence, leflens the 

E 2 good 
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good opinion I had of you. Hold, 
replied Albert interrupting him, would 
you do so? Surely nature has not so 
far neglected your compoſition as to 
forget honor ſhould belong thereto ! or 
you would, becauſe ſhe is an orphan, 
thrown defenceless upon our bounty, 
ſtrip her of a gem ſhe values superior to 
the succour we extend to her? - Base 
suggeſtion I But no more of this, 1 
perceive your intent, you are making a 
trial of my affections.— Know there- 
fore, the greater her dependance on my 
honor, the less ſhould I be capable of 
offering her an injury; — For, concetv- 
ing her as | have already said defence - 
less, I not only deem myſelf an hoſt- 
age for her safety, but bound at any 
risque, however hazardous, to ſhelter 
her with my protection, —Be not so 
impetuous, said Hubert did but jeſt; 

| your 
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your reproof is not only misapplied, 
but betrays an unkindness I cannot 
think he merits, who rejoices as I do in 


your success; nay, I muſt say you 


have not acted the kind brother hither- 
to, you would else have made me your 
confidant from the commencement of 
an attachment, that speaks a long and 
secret growth. — I pray thee, tell me 
Albert, how you firſt learnt the affecti- 
on, of the beloved Amanda. That 
I will gladly, replied he, and the 
more so, as it may tend to convince 
you I meant not offence in my opinion 


respecting the dear object, concern- 


You 


ing whom you queſtion me. 


may remember, brother, on our jour- 
ney some four years ſince for Italy, you 
rallied me concerning my dull dispo- 
ſition, —imputing it to my being ab- 
sent ſrom the society of the Baron, our 

Father; 
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Father ;—little imagining it origi- 
nated from my grief, at leaving Aman- 
da, who some few days prior to our 
departure I had caught in tears: on 
' requeſting to be made acquainted with 
the occaſion, ſheanswered, that ſhe was 
lamenting the want, and knowledge, 
of her parents.—The morning we 
proceeded on our voyage, I sought 
her to take my leave, and ſtealing into 
her apartment, the door of which be- 
ing accidentally ſtanding open. I dis- 
covered her in a poſture that betrayed 
the anguiſh of a mind diſturbed.— 
With downcaſt eyes, and head reclin- 
ing on her hand, the lovely maid 
moſt melancholy sat !—Her bosom 
with agonizing fighs of bitter anguiſh 
often heaved! and sudden tremor 
Seized on all her frame! Who could 
behold such beauty in diſtreſs, and 

ſtand 
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ſtand unmoved ?—Advancing, I ad- 
dreſſed her in terms that discovered the 
anxiety her grief had raised in me, 
preſſing, at the moment, her hand, 
which ſhe, on learning my errand, 
with that affability always peculiar to 
innocence and virtue, inſtantly gave 
me. No sooner were they united, but, 
(smile not at my confeſſion, when I 
say) I felt the soft presure of one of 
the faireſt hands. It was the gentleſt 
cantact that imagination can conceive, 
and was as chaſte, as it was gentle.— 
A pleaſing impulse ſtraight controuled 
her fluttering senses, —and inſtantane- 
uſly my eager eyes met hers—which 

immediately ſhe downward moved 
then upwards, —and then fixed pen- 
five on the floor; the powers of which 
seemed to have superseded the func- 
tions of the tongue and for a mo- 
ment 
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ment I believe I loſt the use of speech, 
and involuntarily heaved a figh ! our 
hands yet but a moment joined, muſt, 
mult, be severed, and though my wiſhes 
for her welfare, were then too great 
for words to speak them, I rudely 
broke from her embrace, and with a 
cool adieu quitted her apartment.— 
Absence rather increaſing the tempeſt 
that raged within my bosom, I gladly 
received the knowledge of your de- 
Sire to return: it was then with ea- 
ger enquiry I sought Amanda; I met 
her in the garden, and caſting myself 
at her feet, spoke the dictates of a 
heart that but lived with her. And 
as the bluſh of innocence crimsoned 
her damask cheek, giving new lustre 
to her bright eyes; ſhe replied, the 
welcome avowal of your esteem for 
me, is but a tributary acknowledge- 

: ment 
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ment due to a poor orphan, who for 
Aibert's absence, had ſhed many a tear 
in private.“ From this declaration [ 
have wooed the maid, and fince our 
kind father encourages the intention, 
our speedy nuptials ſhall accompliſh 
my hopes of laſting happiness. 
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CHAP, II. 


«© Base envy gathers at another's joy, 
« And hates that excellence it cannot reach. 
«© Senseless, and deſorm'd, convulſive anger 
«© Storms at large; or pale and ſilent, s:ttles 
Into fell revenge; Coward deceit, and 

'« Rutfhan violence.” THOMSON, 


'Troven Hubert was secretly 
hurt at the success that attended his 
brother's attachment for the fair or- 
phan, yet he felt himself obliged to 
collect a ſhew of countentment at the 
moment, and congratulate Albert on 
F -- the 
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the fond aſſurance, that had consum- 
mated his felicity. He was fluent in 
declaring the pleaſure which the rela- 
tion had afforded him, and that ſince 
fortune had so far intereſted herself in 
his behalf, as to render a brother's aſſis- 
tance unneceſſary, he ſhould in secret 
offer up his ejaculations for a con- 
tinuance of her favour—Thus draw- 
ing the veil of diſſimulation over a 
rancourous envy, he withdrew to his 
chamber, to concert on some speedy 
measures, to prevent a completion of 
his brother's too sanguine expectan- 
cies. e knew, from experience, no 
argument to second his base inten- 
tions so persuaſive as gold; and there- 
fore sought by that powerful decoyer, 
to taint the fidelity of his brother's 
two attendants ;—but foiled in his at- 
tempts, by the love they bore their mas- 
: ter 
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ter—he was obliged to have recourse 
to the two belonging to himself: — 
these were already devoted to his in- 
tereſt, not from inclination, but the 
beguiling lures he spread to diveſt 
them of the little virtue, that belong- 
ed to miscreants, only fitting such a 
maſter. 


Thus having provided himself with 
the means to accompliſh his deſires, 
he looked forward with impatience 
for the night that ſhould give to his 
embraces the fond victim he devoted 
to wretchedness, for the momentary 
gratification of revelling in a dis— 
honorable poſſeſſion. Had he sub- 
mitted to the principles humanity muſt 
have taught him, and repelled the base 
infatuation in its infancy; virtue might 
have held her mirrour now before 
him, and his conduct been through 

F 2 life 
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life, the reflection of her dictates.— 
But, no! hurried by a guilty impulse, 
he braved reproaches the concomi- 
tant of infamy, and submiting to the 
fiend that tempted him, found too 
late, the delight that blooms in guilt, 
ripens in misery, and falls to perdi- 
tion. 

The much wiſhed evening came, 
that ſhould decide the success of this 
adventure: when Hubert meeting 
with his brother, whom in penſive sad- 
ness he had discovered walking in 
the garden, he enquired the reason 
why, with arms croſſed upon his breaſt, 
he wore*the face of melancholy? 1 
Kno I replicd Albert—-what I 
ſhould fand would gladly ſhake off 

the heat Ne preſion that weighs upon 
my spirits; indeed, was I given to be 
superſtitious, I ſhould imagine it the 
moniter 


A Gothic Story, 45 


moniter of some approaching danger. 
I pr'ythee brother—said Hubert, inter- 
rupting him—disown so feminine a 
phantasy, — go to Amanda, her com- 
pany will help you to forget the de- 
preſſion you talk of, and ſee! the 
moon towering her luminous bran- 
ches, breaks o'er the summit of yon 
craggy rock, inviting you to partake 
in the pleasures ſhe dispenses.—Do 
you not take your accuſtomed walk 
this evening? Underſtanding from 
Albert's reply, that ſhe had appointed 
to join him in the garden for that pur- 
pose: Hubert departed.in search of 
his attendants, who were already 
waiting his coming, to plant them in 

a proper ſituation for the aſſault, | 
Accompanied by Amanda, Albert 
was procecding with his fond as- 
Surances, wherein the dictates of a 
virtuous 
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virtuous paſſion. had blended honeſty 
with eloquence, to amuse the enrap- 
tured fair; until their intereſting con- 
versation had lured them insenſibly 
beyond their accuſtomed lounge, and 
brought them to the haunt where 
darkened danger waited to surprize 
them. Recollecting they had over 
ſtept the limits of their walk,—the 
lovers were preparing to return—when 
the rude rufhans burſt from their con- 
cealment, and seizing Amanda—neld 
a dagger to the bosom of the aſtoniſh- 
edAlbert—swearing to ſheathe it in his 


heart, ſhould he make the leaſt re- 


ſiſtance. Wonder at the moment ſup- 
preſſed his indignation, till re- anima- 
ted by the ſhrieks of his Amanda—in 
frantic haſte he tore a bough from the 


pendant branches of the tree beſide 
him, and overtaking the miscreants 
in 
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in their flight, gave the one next him 
so eftectual a blow, that it brought 
him ſtunned to the earth; his villain- 
ous companion, affrighted at the fate 
of his accomplice, and apprehending 
a ſimilar chaſtisement, deserting his 
bold, made towards Albert, and had 
completed his deſign but for Amanda, 
who, courageous from a sense of his 
danger, caught up the dagger the fal- 
len wretch had given from his grasp, 
and in the moment the succeeding 
aſſaſſin was aiming his death- giving 
poniard to her Albert's breaſt—ſhe 
ruſhed forward, ſtabbed him in the 
back, and fainting fell beſide him. 
Hubert, who had been lurking a- 
bout the park, relying on the success of 
his base ſtratagem, had at this junc- 
ture secreted himself behind some 
trees 
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trees to observe them: As soon there- 
fore as he discovered his project was 
fruſtrated, by the fituation of his men, 
and fearing their confeſſion would be- 
tray the real author of the plot; he 
ſtole from his hiding place, and haſt- 
ing to his brother, aſſiſted in raiſing 
Amanda who had juſt recovered from 
her ſwoon.— He then enquired the 
particulars of the affair, ſaying be had 
but then left the caſtle in search of 
them, when the ſhrieks of Amanda, 
had directed him to the spot, where 
he was glad to find the inter poſition 
of providence had enabled them toover- 
come their danger. For the traitors, 


continued he, who would have deſtroy- 
ed you, I think it my duty as a man 


to extirpate from society; if such in- 
ſtances of perfidy, are suffered to pass 
with impunity—yirtue would be no 

security 
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security from the pernicious resources 
of infamy, and plain dealing would 
soon be expelled from the haunts of 
men !—with these words, he plunged 
his poniard deep in the bodies of the 
misguided men, as they lay incapable 
of reſiſting, on the earth, Thus did this 
Iago prevent his being discovered, by 
the evidence which muſt have been 
given againſt him by these his accom- 
plices, had they been suffered to re- 
cover. Having therefore by their 
murder secured himself from, (even 
a fear of) being detected; he accom- 
panied Albert and Amanda to the 
caſtle, there relating with apparent 
diſtress, their miraculous deliverance 
to the aſtoniſhed De Courcy. At mid- 
night Hubert privately removed the 
bodies from the park, secreting them 
in a place which he had prepared for 
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their reception; and for their absence 
he had already framed a suitable pre- 
tense. Thus while a misguided opinion 
influenced the minds of the injured 
parties, it reflected not the glimmer 
of suspicion on Hubert, who only 
knew, what they had wrongly conjec- 
tured; Though the removal of the 
bodies gave the baron some alarm, 
suppoſing there were more concerned 
in the cruel plot; yet time wearing a- 
way his apprehenſion, peace again re- 
sumed her reſidence within this hospi- 
table manſion, and the unsuccessful 
aim was soon forgotten amidſt the 
_ feſtive enjoyments of rural retirement. 
Not so the pernicious deſires of the 
base Hubert, which rather encreaſing 
from the difficulty attending their com- 
pletion, he conſidered his brother as the 
cause of his disquiet, and thirſted to 

rid 
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rid himself of this obſtruction to his 
pleasures. 


One morning as the Baron was re- 
turning from viſiting the sea ſhore; he 
was accoſted by a peasant, who in a 
humiliating poſture besought his per- 
miſſion to relate a ſtrange adventure 
that concerned him. Startled at the re- 
queſt, de Courcy raised the suppliant 
from the ground, and bid him freely 
make use of the attention, he ſhould 
beſtow on his relation, —** My ſtory, 
my lord,—replied the ruftic—has lit- 
tle of entertainment 1n it, replete with 
Sorrow, and sullied by an action I am 
here to account for.— I derived my 
birth from parents, whose obscurity, 
could not efface the good name, their 
induſtrious endeavours had procured 
them; K truly eajoyed the homely 
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fare which they had purchased by their 
willing labour, and though nocaſtle tur- 
rets adorned their lowly dwelling,.— 
they were eſteemed reputable, in pos- 
seſſing only the giſts of bounteous, un- 
cultivated nature.— I was the only 
pledge of their mutual affection, and 
at the early period of my life, when 
the traits of reason .firſt began to 
dawn on infant ſimplicity, I was im- 
preſſed with a willingneſs to aid my 
ſather in the field; rather unusual at 
my years. Forgive, my Lord, the 
tedious commencement of my ſtory; 
but ſince the defending of my con- 
duct, bids me speak of my parents, 
the reverence which Lowe their memory 
forces the tribute to their praise,—] 
had gathered from some diſtant hints, 
that they had experienced better days, 
and the only reason I can aſſign for their 

| | ſilence 
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ſilence to me in that respect, is, that 
they feared to boaſt of former grandeur, 
leſt it ſhould light up an empty am- 
bition in my susceptible heart, and by 
that means, render the knowledge of 
the hard fortune they had only to be- 
queath me, irksome to my more ele- 
vated expectations. — They had en- 
dured the reverse of fortune, with 
all its concomitant viciſſitudes, and 
wearied with fruitless perseverance, 
withdrew to this village, intending to 
spend the remainder of their days in 
obscurity, and thereby derive the re- 
wards of that virtue, which they had 
found discountenanced in a more exalt- 
ed ſituation.— I hus if 1 enjoyed none of 
the splendid pageantry of life, I was 
free from its troubles; my daily meal, 
though homely, was wholesome, and 
health continually ſhowered her bless- 


ings 
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ings upon our heads; content, too, was 


our inseparable companion, and head- 
ing our table, dilated our meals with 
her richeſt sauce; fhe was the conso- 


ler of my diſtress at the decease of my 
parents, and ftill continues with me: 


J have indeed, enjoyed her, learning 
from her precepts and my own ex- 
perience to despise the vanity of hu- 
man wiſhes.” 

& My facher had remained here some 
few years, when the late Sir William 
de Tracey, by accident becoming ac- 
quainted with his worth, took him 
into his service, and pleased with his 
juſt discharge of the duties entruſted 
to his care, gave him the office of 


his ſteward, which death had rendered 


vacant; when, alas! soon after the 
Knight died; wiyely moving my poor 
father 
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father from his ſituation, returned him 
to his cottage, where the little his 
frugality had helped him to amass 
during his servitude, was expended 
in the hard winter that followed, 
Grown incapable of renewing his for- 
mer labour, he was, with my mother, 
reduced to owe his suſtenance to my 
successful endeavours.— You, my 
Lord, knew him not, and although 
we might have been the happy ſharers 
of your bounty, my father had fell a 
victim to the enemies, who had sup- 
planted him in his ſituation, and as the 
poor are too often friendless, exulting 
in his innocence, he sunk neglect- 
ed by your ignorance of his worth. 
Excluded from hope, and feeble with 
old age, they poorly exiſted upon the 
gleanings of my hard labour, which 
scarcely procuring those nouriſhments 

| their 
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their age demanded ; I saw them daily 


waſting; and nearly broken-hearted I 
tilled the ſtubborn clod— till illness 
came upon me, from my. neglect of 
myself, weakening my ſtill persever- 
ing dispoſition.— ] saw the fountain of 
my being ſinking with want, and drove 
to the laſt extremity, determined to 
Sue from you a ſhare 1n the charities, 
you daily diſtribute, and was con- 
trary to the wiſhes of my father haſten- 
ing to the caſtle, when croſſing the 
sea ſhore, the nearer way from our 
cottage; I discovered a dead body 
lying upon the sand, beſide a cheſt 
containing some female attire.— At a- 
nother time I might have heſitated, ere 
I could have been guilty of robbing 
the dead; but my parent's wants ad- 
mitted no reflection, ſhutting all other 
conſiderations from my breaſt, —l ſtript 

the 
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the dead body, packing up also the 
contents of the cheſt, and after mak- 
ing a bundle of the whole, returned 
to our cottage, where on more minute- 
ly examining each separate article; 
1 found a purse in the pocket of the 
coat, together with the minature of a 
lady curiouſly folded in a manuscript 
writing, and hid among the linen.— 
I now comforted my parents, aſſur- 
ing them providence had aided their 
neceſſities by guiding to the ſhore from 
some wreck, the trunk that had con- 
tained these valuables.— Rejoycing in 
our good fortune, we sparingly made 
use of the property J had thus obtain- 
ed, fearing to create the jealous suspi- 
cions of our fellow. ruſtics. In the 
mean time we heard of your en- 
quiries concerning them, which ſince 
from dire neceſſity we had been in- 
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duced to make use of, we feared to 
withſtand the result of a confeſſion, 
leſt our innocence ſhould not protect 
us from your ill opinion. Time how- 
ever baniſhing our apprehenſions, I 
prospered in my endeavours, and had 
the satisfaction to lay my parents in 
the ground, rendered happy in their laſt 
moments by my diligence and filial 


attention to them. Still have I ſtrug- 


gled bleſſed with the smiles of provi- 


dence, and ſince my success has en- 


abled me to reſtore the purse as I 
found it I came to return it, with the 
contents of the trunk, to its owner, 
whom I truſt will, in impartially 
weighing my proceedings, complete 
my felicity with. his pardon.” 

The peasant's pathetic tale, awakened 
the feelings of the all aſtoniſhed De 
Courcy, who admiring the decrees of 

deftiny, © 


A Gothic Story. 59 
deſtiny, requeſted him to follow to his 
caſtle—where, on his return he de- 
fired him to deliver up the picture, 
together with the accompanying in- 
scription.— On viewing it, he con- 
cluded, from the ſtrong resemblance 
it bore of Amanda, it was the por- 
trait of her mother. — He then un- 
folded the paper and read the follow- 
ing lines. : 

& If by the high mandate of ausþi- 
* cious Heaven, this coffer ſhould reach 
« the ſhore, guiding thilher in Safety 
* the hapless infant within. —Stranger ! 
«© —}fhboeer thou art. (If thou did'ff 
ce never before feel the diftates of hu- 
% manity, permit them nw to influence 
« your breaſt! ) Shelter the orphan with 
& your protection, and Heaven ſhall re- 
& compence the dead. —She is of noble 
& birth, the offspring of a wrelched 
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* mother, who to preserve herself from 
& a cruel death was driven to the 
© more dreadful extremity of deserting 
« her infant to the mercy of providence 
«© and the waves.—1f death hath wafted 

« her to a bliss Superior, cover her re- 


* mains in chriſtian burial, and ber 


& angelic spirit ſhall bless thee from the 
« Paradise to which ſhe muſt belong.” 
Folding the paper, while the tear of 


commiseration, ftarted from his eye, 


he requeſted the peasant, Maurice, to 
hide the melancholy tenor of the 
manuscript in faithful secresy, and if 
he thought proper to dispose of his 
cottage and its effects he ſhould re- 
ceive a recompence for his conduct, 
in enjoying that same ſituation his 
parent had held, under the late Sir 
William De Tracey.— The grateful 
Maurice threw himself at the baron's 
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feet, and would have paid the tribute 
of his thanks for this unexpected good 
fortune; but, that his swolen heart 
choked the utterrance—and left him 
but a countenance to ſay: how much 
I owe you! 

Thus acquainted though flightly 
with Amanda's parentage; the baron 
as before, cautiouſly secreted from her 
all knowledge of the cataſtrophe that 
threw her upon his protection; and 
though he had in her infant years bred 
her as his own, yet when ſhe had at- 
tained maturity, he informed her, ſhe 
was left an infant orphan to his care. 
He also aſſured her he. could not. 
gratify her enquiries respecting her 
parents; and by his consolatory aſſur- 
ances of affection, endeavoured to lure 
her from those emotions, fruitless rè- 
flection might occaſion, in tracing the 

solution 
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solution of an enigma, Heaven he 


said, had proposed, and would doubt- 
less as an inſtance of its juſtice, at 


some future period, oye to make 


known to her. — 


The impatient Albert grew daily 
more deſirous of being united to the 


fair Amanda, till at length the time 
prescribed by the baron for the com- 
pletion of his wiſhes, had within a few 
days elapsed, every adornment was in 
preparation to make the approaching 
nuptials the more magnificent; the pea- 


sant poets were compoſing couplets, 


while all the village was severally em- 
ployed in preparing their grateful fes- 
tivity in honor of the day. Trans- 


ported with envy, anger and revenge, 
Hubert witneſſed these busy scenes 


with unabated hatred; one moment he 
would determine on Albert's death, 
but 
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but the next furniſhed him with a freſh 
idea, which was also soon defeated ' 
by the acceſſion of another, *till hav- 
ing Suggeſted a plot that could not 
fail of success, he prepared the treach- 
erous snare with unwearied aſſiduity, 
which having completed, he wore the 
maſk of cheerfulness. 

The long wiſhed morning came, the 
bells in early tinklings hailed its fair 
approach, and bade the villagers be- 
ſtir; the manſions of ruſticity were 
bedecked with homely emblems of 
induſtry, and the lilly tinted ribbon 
spread the woodbine knot upon the 
new {tuff ſtomacher. 


— —— 


64 Mort Castle, 


CHAP III. 


3 Happy they! The happieſt of their kind, 
ec Whom gentle stars unite, and in one fate 
„Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend, 
% Much yet remains unsung But 'tis 
Enough; — return my vagrant muse; 
& A nearer scene of horror calls thee home.“ 
THOMSON, 


— —————— 


T avs while busy preparation a- 
mused the fleeting moments, the caſtle 


was become a scene of disorder; A- 
manda clad in white, an alluſive picture 


of her innocence, sat weeping by the 


baron, while Hubert was endeavour- 
ing to console their enquiries after Al- 
bert, who had unaccountably dis- 
appeared from the caſtle. On search- 
ing his chamber they were con- 
vinced he had not reposed there, and 
coucluded 
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concluded he had disappeared the 
night betore.—The day being far ad- 
vanced in their unsuccesful search, 
the impatient ruſtics, wearied with 
waiting the expected proceſſion, crowd- 
ed to the cattle to learn the cause of 
such delay, but when from the dis- 
tracted De Courcy, they became ac- 
quainted with the alarming occaſion, 
the disappointed worthies hung their 
heads with sorrow, and dejected sought 
their habitations, pondering on the 
melancholy accident that had cloud- 
ed so fair a prospect of felicity. In- 
capable of gaining any intelligence 
respecting the fate of his loſt son; De 
Courcy confined himself to his cham- 
ber, and became a prey to the moſt 
poignant sorrow: The hapless Aman- 
da pined away in filence, daily betray- 


ing the viſible decay her beauties un- 


I derwent 


—— — —— — 
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derwent from her reiterated griefs; nor 
could ſhe be brought to reliſh the a- 
musements provided by the baron 
to entertain them, who to console her 
afllictions was obliged to wear the maſk 
of contentment to reason her into that 
composure propriety had directed him 
to submit to- ſhe however continued 
indifferent to those pleasures sorrow 
had rendered taſtless, and devoted 
herself to a melancholy as ſtubborn 
as deſtructive. 

Hubert witneſſed the wretchedness 
he had occaſioned, with brutal indif- 
terence, lamenting only that the term 
required to wear off their anxiety, 
would the longer delay his obtaining 
the accompliſhment of those deſires 
which had caused him to undertake $0 
desperate a method to gratify them, — 
Thus while the caſtle continued a scene 


. | of 
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of mourning, the exertions of the 
baron were suddenly roused to sup— 
press some ſtrong reports which were 
rumoured, concerning a spectre that 
nightly haunted the meadow near the 
caltle. e sent for the two men whom 
it had , appeared to and command- 
ed them to relate the means by 
which they became acquainted with 
so serious an affair. — They both bow- 
cd as a token of submiſſion, and the 
toremoſt began as follows. 

We be poor labourers, your Jord- 
ſhip, to the commiſiioners for repa!r- 
ing the roads, who employ us to bring 
away gravel from the pits, to'ther ſide 
tae meadow. belonging to the caſtle. 
A few mornings ago, we was at work 
before it was light and had loaded our 
cart before the day had began to peep 
over the toprof yonder rock z—If we 

I 2 80 
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go on as we begun said Ito my com- 
panion here we ſhall have done a days 
work before breakfaſt! for we work 
over-hours your lordſhip, the better to 
support our families. Juſt as I spoke 
these words, I thought I saw something 
white, go by meat a small diſtance ;— 
Zounds! Giles, said I, what is that 
thing yonder—but Giles had seen it 
before me, and being very much 
frightened caught hold of me—Oh! 
Lord! said he—it this ſhould be a 
ohoſt, now? Zounds! said J again, 
dontꝰee frighten us, so with that, I said, 
let us watch Where it goes too, —and 
then I took out my knife and we fol- 
lowed it.— It walked very fait, till it 
came near to the other gravel pit, 
b*ther ſide the trees; and then it gave 
a groan that frightened us in right ar- 
neſt; but {ill we followed it, and saw 

; it * 
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it go close to the mouth of the pit; 
then Giles and I laid us both down on 
the grass, that it might not see us, 
and when we went to peep at it again, 
it was gone, and we did not see it af- 
terwards.“ 

Though the baron felt himself 
zecretly alarmed at the ruſtic's relation, 
yet he appeared not to credit it, de- 
manding in an angry tone, if he had 
not been the author of this plauſible 
ſtory he had related. As I hope 
for mercy, I have said nothing but 
the truth replied the honeſt peasant 
I can ſhew you to the very spot.“ — 
© Enough—repited the baron-=1 ſhall 
dètain you for that purpose.“ He then 
bid Mauice accompany them, and 
take particular notice of the place 


they would conduct him too. Maurice 
with 
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with a heavy heart followed the ruſtics, 
and on their way he separately inter- 
rogated them concerning what they 
had seen; on their arrival at che pit, 


the countrymen ſtopt ſhort, and point- 


ing with their fingers“ There, mas- 


ter ſteward, said Giles, we saw it go 


juſt there, and then, as I hone to live, 


I do think it vaniſhed into that hole, 
and disappeared ,—for as Ralph here 


told the baron, we did not see 1 alter-" 


—_— | 

Maurice, having taken uct 
tice of the spot, to be able to 
lect it; returned with the men 
caſtle, requeſting them as they 
his maſter's friendſhip, to speal 


more of what they hadseen. Being soon 
8 7 . 

after summèned to attend the baron, he 

described their behaviour, saying he 


could 


8 G 


A Gothic Story. 71 


could not for a moment heſitate in 
giving his opinion of the validity of 
their assurances, 

It is very extraordinary, replied De 
Courcy, but a something whispers me 
it concerns my peace of mind, more 
than I at present am aware off; we 
will however watch /for it to night, 
thou only ſhalt accompany me; for, in- 
deed, now my Albert 1s absent, thy 
faithful services ranks thee the only 
friend on whom my confidence may 
be reposed aithouſ abuse. — Having 
therefore agreed to conceal their in- 
tentions from Hubert and the family, 
Maurice returned to the execution of 
his office, after appointing to meet 
again in the court yard at midnight, 
when all but them 1n the caſtle had re- 

tired to reſt, 


Maurice 
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Maurice had scarcely leſt the apart- 
ment when an attendant bespoke the 
entrance of Amanda The fair mour- 
ner appeared with a countenance be- 
traying the emotions that preyed upon 
her peace.—** I come, said ſhe, to 
beg permiſſion, to relate a horrid dream; 
will you, my lord, vouchsafe to give it 
hearing?“ Dreams, my Amanda, 
replied the baron; are but the coinage 
of a diſtempered imagination, where 
despairing apprehenſions by day are re- 
hearsed with tenfold poignancy at night; 
haunting ſlumber, by representing hor- 
rors that freeze the senses ſleeping, and 
leave the dreamer awake to fear and 
agitation.— Having now given you my 
opinion of that tranſitory troubler, I 
am prepared to hear the fable you are 
going to relate,” * Now, attend, said 

Amanda, 
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Amanda, and after, if you are capable, 
solve its myſterious meaning. — 

e Methought I was walking in our 
orchard, when the sun, that before 
ſhone exceeding bright, grew dim, 
and aſtorm arose, the violence of which 
tore the fruit from the trees, and they 
fell thick about me. Presently: the 
tempeſt ceased, followed by a calm; 
and I proceeded to return to my cham- 
ber; when a melon that lay in the 
path way, grew to a prodigious ſize ; 
I drew back affrighted at the fight, 
when I thought it continued to swell, 
until it burſt, when to my aſtoniſh- 
ment a ruffian came out from thence 
towards me, bearing a dagger within 
his grasp. Advancing, he made over- 
tures of his affection, which I reject- 
ing, he upheld his weapon, and said 
some threatning words, I do not re- 

K collect, 


collect; at this I shrieked aloud, when 
the melon inſtantly disappeared, and 
in its room I saw an old man ſtand- 
ing observing me, who in a command- 
ing tone, bid him to forbear! on this 
the desperate ruffian, vexed at the in- 
terruption, ſtruck the poniard to his 
heart, and the venerable ſtranger expired 
at my feet ; then 1 thought the wretch 
knelt down, and drank up the blood, 
that before had crimsoned the ground, 
to the laſt drop; he then rose again, 
and continued his threats to me, when 
the heavens seemed to open, and from 
then-e | observed a bird descending, 
that bore a ſhaft, on which was gra- 
ven the word JUSTICE; no Sooner had 
I noticed the inscription, then I saw it 
darted to the breaſt of the murderer, 
who fell lifeless upon his face, and the 
bird became inviſible. I. then felt 

myself 
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myself diveſted of all terror, and turn- 

ing round I observed the body of the 
old man gradually revive, and as I 
ſtood in fixed aſtoniſhment: at so ex- 
traordinary an event, his grey locks 
suddenly became so many auburn 
ringlets, the furrows of his checks swell- 
ed into manly beauty, and his ſhrun- 
ken finews growing into youthful pro- 
portion modelled the form and features 
of your long loſt son.“ 

5 Elated with the fight, I ran to- 
wards him, when J thought the earth: 
was cleſt between us, and we ſtood up- 
on the brink of a dark gulph which 
ſtayed us from each other; tortured _ 
with my disappointment, I was going 
to entomb myself within the horrid 
chasm, when from thence I observed 
a lean figure leisurely ascending, bear- 
ing the emblems of Time ; . though 

K 2 it 
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it wore the countenance of anger it 
pointed to the heavens, where I beheld 
little infants, who smiled upon me; 
then methought the visage of this 
timely preventer of my despair, sof- 


tened into serenity, and with the sand 


from his hour-glass, he filled up the 
tremendous gap that ſtayed me from 
my Albert, and left us to each other.— 
thus the transports of regaining him 
so perturbed my senses, that they a- 
woke me.“ 

% This continued Amanda — was 
the viſion represented tomy imagination 
laſt night; - my lord, you seem affect- 


ed; I told you it was a frightful 


dream!“ ' Its solution replied De 
Courcy seems to picture good and 
evil, but the true intent of its great 
meaning we are not permitted to com- 


prehend; I am however led to draw a 


happy 
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happy presage from the concluſion, 
relating to the infants you spoke of, 
that seemed from the heavens to smile 
on you. It ſhews that innocence 
and virtue hath only influence there, 
where if you reſt your plea it will be- 
friend you. The reſt 1s dark, and be- 
yond my comprehenſion; ſhould it 
bode us harm, we muſt entreat heaven 
to avert it, ſtriving in the mean time 
to let our actions merit us favour at 
that high tribunal.” 

In this manner did the good old 
baron endeavour to allay the agitation 
of his fair charge, who seemed to 
gather fortitude from his pious obser- 
vations;—he then artfully broke off the 
discourse, and with inſtructive anec- 
dotes wore away her gloom. Hubert 
had been absent from the society of 
his father the whole week; he generally 

amused 


78 Mort Castle, 


amused himself with the sports the 
country afforded, by which he endea- 
voured to employ his thoughts from a 
reflection from whence he could neither 
derive pleasure nor entertainment. 

Amanda having retired to her cham- 
ber, the baron prepared for the night's. 
adventure, and after waiting till all 
his domeſtics had severally retired to 
* repose, he joined Maurice at the place 
appointed, and accompanied him to 
the park; the moon ſhone with re- 
Splendant radiance, and illuminated 
the surrounding country,—Being ar- 
rived near the spot, they seated them- 
selves beneath a reverend oak, there to 
wait the coming of the apparition, be- 
guiling the moments with conversation 
that amused them from those fears 
their awful errand might in some mea- 
sure have created. 5 


They 
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They had ſtaid a conſiderable time 
and seen nothing, and began to sup- 
pose the ſtory was a fiction, at that 
moment the caſtle clock in doleful 
ſtrain told two, when Maurice sud- 
denly drew back, exclaiming— “there 
it is!“ - pointing to something white, 
gliding through the buſhes close be- 
hind them,—** Summon your forti- 
tude—replied the baron, riſing—I am 
not alarmed, and will speak to it— 
Standing attentively to observe its di- 
rection, it paſſed close beſide them; 
at this De Courcy, croſſed it, saying 
Whoe'er thou art that thus doth 


break upon the morn's repose, I charge 
thee speak!“ It answered not, but 


having gained the entrance of the 
pit, it cautiouſly descended. Maurice 
and the baron followed close behind, 
presently it ſtopt, and opening the 

ground 


| 
' 
$ | 
1 
| 
| 
: 
| 
'N 
| 
: 
| 


Zo Mort Castle, 


ground with a mattock, it knelt down 
and seemed to weep; presently it rose 
again, and filling up the hole it had 
made, came from the pit, and again 
paſſed by them; — It is extraordinary 
it will not speak —said De Courcy,— 
1 ſtrived but could not see its face; 
let us however follow.“ continued he. 
At this they quickned their ſteps, and 
-overtook it juſt as it had entered the 
caſtle's outward gate. 

& It is gone within the caſtle, said 
Maurice — for heaven's sake follow re- 
plied the baron, interrupting him 
and bring word where it goes too, I 
will continue here. Maurice in a lit- 
tle time returned viſibly agitated. By 
all my hopes of mercy, said he, 'tis 
my young maſter, Hubert l my son! 
my son, Hubert ?—exclaimed the bar- 
on with affright my son did you say? 

I did 
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Idid my lord - continued Maurice—lI 
watched him to his chamber, where 
trembling with cold, I observed him 
get into bed; his hair hung in diſhevell- 
ed parcels, his checks were wan, and 
his looks ghaſtly.— Alas, sad boy !— 
proceeded the baron—what have you 
done? Some dreadful deed I fear, to 
force thee in ſleep, at such an hour, 
on such an errand, hide me from 
it; heaven, or in pity ſtay the tide of 
Sorrow that threatens to overwhelme 
me.—Alas! I rave, fates chronicle is 
written, and its unerring dictates, 
none have power to evade. Go you 
to bed my friend, and on the sun's ap- 
proach we will together search this 
horror presaging spot! there perhaps 
we may learn the cause of my unhappy 
5on's behaviour. | 
L Perturbed 


Perturbed with apprehenſion, the af- 
flicted parent regained his apartment, 
and throwing himself upon a couch, 
pondered until sun rise on the ſtrange- 
ness of the adventure; his sorrows 
afforded not the gleam of consolation; 
one woe upon another trod so faſt— 
he ſtarted at his ſhadow—'till with 
augmented dread, he recollected the 
chevalier, who in his dying words be- 
trayed the approach of danger to his 
blood; — Then with imagination hur- 
ried beyond reason's timely direction, 
he speechless lay, and so potgnant were 
Is fears that the heavens he with up- 
lifted eyes was preparing to address, 
Swam on his ſight, and left his diſtracted 
brain wandering in a labyrinth. 

A knock at the-chamber door awoke 
him from his inter ſity of thought, and 
Maurice entered. Iam come—said he, 

do — 
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to I follow !—replied. the baron, with 
a wildness that betrayed the ſituation of 
his mind to the affectionate ſteward, 
who on the way cautiouſly endeavour- 
ed to dispel the emotion, viſible in 
the bosom of his maſter. Being ar- 
rived at the place, Maurice by the 
baron's order began to dig, and after 
removing with his spade a quantity of 
earth“ There is nothing in this hole 
—saick he dig lower, replied De Cour- 
cy— Maurice now ſtopt Go on—ex- 
claimed the baron — l cannot—con- 
tinued Maurice let me persuade you 
to quit this place, it may intail a misery 
we have no right to seek after.“ What 
is it alarms you ?-—rephed the baron 
Go on I say ! —I will be satisfied.“ 
Finding it in vain the attempt toallure 
the baron from the place. Maurice 


directed by the deathly smell he had 
perceived 


—— — 
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perceived, removed the earth a little 


lower, and exhibited to his aſtoniſhed 


maſter, two human bodies rotting be- 


neath. 


After the agitation which so dread- 
ful a discovery had occaſioned, was in 
some degree abated, the baron requeſt- 


ed Maurice to cover those remains he 


had exposed, and return with him to 
the caſtle; on their way he requeſted 


him not to speak of what he had seen 


to any one. I feared, continued he, my 
Albert had been hidden there, but 
they wear no appearance of either be- 
ing him. This is a dreadful buſineſs! 
and how I am to act, or how pre- 


vent the impending dangers that sur- 


round me, heaven only knows! — 
Might I advise said Maurice - Vou 
would c:utioufly break the matter re- 
lating to the haunted, meadow to your 
| | SON 
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son, and by observing his behavi- 
our, you may form a greater certain- 
ty of his being what you have too 
much reason to suppose him.” It 
ſhall be s0—replied the baron with 
words that ſhall awaken emotion in 
the moſt obdurate—T'll wound his in- 
moſt soul, and from his countenance 
extort the dire confeſſion.— To pre- 
vent suspicion let us separately re- 
gain the caſtle, —ſeem not the leaſt 
thoughtful, but as usual be cheerful in 
the discharge of your office; at night 
come to my chamber, and I will then 
inform you the result of my behavi- 
our to my son: Maurice departed, 
and the baron entered the caſlle, endea- 
vouring to collect his feelings to a pro- 
per poſition for their approachingtryal; 
at breakfaſt he grew more composed, 
converſing on different subjects with 
| TTubert, 
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Hubert, who seemed from his cheer- 
ful deportment to wear no appearance 
of a mind diseased.“ 

During their conversation, the baron 
entered upon the subject of superſti- 
tion, and fixing his eyes ſtedfaſtly upon 
his son, he related with apparent in- 
difference the ſtory he had heard from 
the countrymen, respecting the haunt- 
ed meadow, and concluded in requeſt- 
ing Hubert to accompany him thither, 
and thereby convince themselves of 
the falschood attending the relation. 
With a display of guilt, villainy bas 
not the power to conceal, Hubert sat 
in combat with his conscience, 'tillsum- 
moning his recollection, from braving 
the secret reproach, he exclaimed, — 
% Me, my lord ?—I go !—Beheve it 
not, some malicious person has fabri- 
cated the idle tale to intimidate his 

| neighbour— 
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neiglbour— It is no more, depend 

upon it.“ : 
66 [ feel myself obliged, replied De 
Courcy, to see into the truth of the 
report, that I may be able to suppress 
the apprehenſions of the villagers, who 
daily harass me with their aſſurances 
of some murder having been com- 
mitted there. No one can be so pro- 
per to attend me on such an crrand, 
and think not your evaſive answers 
ſhall prevent your compliance with my 
requeſt; beſides, were the cave of 
death to yawn, and murdered ghoſts 
surround us, with their tale of suffer- 
ings; what ſhould we fear, who did 
not send them there? Let the guilty 
only tremble ! See therefore by night 
you prepare to attend me.—W hy this 
agitation.” My lord, I am un-well— 
said Hubert—I am also weak enough 
to 
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to be affected with the fearful account 
you have given me. I own my folly, 
and am aſhamed of it.“ Here he was go- 
ing to quit the room, when the baron 
commanded him to ſtay If, continu- 
ed he, you are affrighted at the bare 
idea of going with me thither, is it 
not ſtrange that you ſhould, unattend- 
ed, choose that spot to wander in at 
night? Good heaven!—exclaimed 
Hubert, with great emotion, who will 
dare to affert so vile a falsehood 
name my accuser ?—It is one replied 
the baron - who laſt night watched the 
place, where locked in ſleep you came, 
and after removing the ground from 
off two murthered men beneath—] sa 
you re- cover the hole, you had dug be- 
fore, and followed you back to ow 
chamber—now, what have yon to say ? 


Hubert would have replied, but the 


baron 
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baron prevented him by continuing. 
«Nay, ſtrive not to aggravate the crime 
—proceeded he by evaſive preten- 
fions to innocence —| fear you are 
too guilty. —W retched boy, what have 
you done! blaſted not only your peace 
for ever, but planted in the hosom of 
your parent, a thorn which death 
can only remove! View the decree 
of heaven, and tremble at its ven- 
geance; it has commanded thee in 
ſleep to tell a deed, which you sup- 
posed was only known to your tor- 
mented heart; but watchful. juſtice, 
evaded your base hopes, and hath dis- 
covered you, the living monument of 
guilt and wretchedness. — Go, hide 
thee from my sight, and at a diſtance - 
seek to make your peace with hea- 
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With a mind actuated with anger 


and resentment, Hubert left the room, 


to ponder on the measures to clear 
himself from the ignominy that threa- 


tened to taint his reputation: reflec- 


tion told him he had gone too far to 


recede, that his father had discovered 


more than he with all his artifice could 
account for; fearful also of being called 
upon respecting the loſt Albert, he 
invoked the protection of his evil ad- 
viser saying according to his dic- 


tates he would do1——horrid resourse! 


The busy fiend obeyed the incantation 


and pointed out a remedy; he reflect. 


ed!—Shuddered l- Saw the alterna- 
tive ?and consented ! 

At night the baron related to his 
faithful confidant the result of his in- 
terview with his unhappy son, and after 
Various 
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various opinions on both ſides, he de- 
termined not only to force him to a 
confeſſion of the whole, but also con- 
sent to immure himself for the re- 
mainer of his life in a convent, and 
there with penitence endeavour to ex- 
piate his heinous offences. 

Their mild agreement, had not how- 
ever the deſired effect upon the art- 
ful culprit, who in answer by letter to 
his father's proposals, denied any 
knowledge of the bodies which had 
been discovered, and for the appear- 
ance of guilt his reſtless ſlumbers might 
occaſion ; he said It was a melan- 
choly habit, he was at a loss to account 
for, which ought not to contribute to 
his prejudice, as it had been conducive 
to the discovery of a murder, which 
he bleſt heaven he was innocent of; and 
hoped the supreme Being would speedi- 
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ly disclose the true author, and re- 
lieve him from the cruel and unjuſt 
accusation : and. farther—ſhould the 
baron rigourouſly perſiſt in his baniſh- 
ment from society, he ſhould certain- 
ly submit to a decree the severity of 
which he ſhould live to lament. 

His deceptive epiſtle wrought upon 
the feelings of the too credulous De 
Courcy, who now supposed he had 
Judged unjuſtly of his son, whose con- 


fluſion he thought might likely pro- 


ceed from his surprize on being taxed 
with so dreadful an affair. —He re- 
pented his harſh behaviour, and re- 
queſting an interview, told him with 
an embrace how happy he was thus to 
atone for his error.— The diſſembler's 
tears were fluent upon the occaſion; 
and, however juſtice might awaken the 
tempeſt in his breaſt, he braved the 

| secret 
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secret reproach, and rejoicing at the 
success of his hypocrisy, was to ap- 
pearance happy !— 

But the busy devil tempted him in 
private to take advantage of the mo- 
ment, and, plead a paſſion for Amanda; 
he therefore artfully infinuated his 
eſteem for the deserving fair, demand- 
ing heras a recompence for his father's 
unjuſt behaviour, hoping ſhe would 
not be denied him in marriage, as Al- 
bert might likely never return to claim 
a promise, now his due as the sur- 
vivor. | 

De Courcy mildly represented the 
impropriety of the requeſt, as also of 
Amanda's sure diſlike to such a pro- 
Tosa]; but finding his persevering son, 
ſtill preſſed him with importunity he 
commanded him on pain of his fixed 
displeasure, to speak to him no more 

on 
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on such a subject. This was enough! 
he now appeared to be convinced of 
his error, and concealed hisdispleasure, 
Secretly suppoſing the hour was at 
hand, when unprotected from his vio- 


lence he ſhould revell in poſſeſſion. 


LA 
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CHAP. IV. 


&. Dark was the night and wild the ſtorm; 
„ And loud the torrents roar : 
© And loud the sea was heard to daſh 
* Againſt the diſtant ſhore” | 
% OF. DROMOR Bs 
« This is the dumb and dreary. hour, 
«© When injur'd ghoits complain; 
« When yawning graves give up their dead 
« To haunt!” — — MALLET, 


/ 


A few days after it was reported 


the baren was taken suddenly with 
a dangerous diſtemper;— none of his 


servants 
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servants had been permitted to attend 
him, except Sancho the black ſlave: for 
Hubert taking advantage of Maurice's 
absence from the caſtle, on some 
domeſtic bufiness, said it was his fa- 
ther's order none else ſhould enter 
his appartment, until Maurice return- 
ed— The whole family lamenteed the 
baron's danger, and however they 
defired to vifit him, suppoſing it would 
be contrary to his wiſhes, they kept the 
diſtance Hubert had enjoined them. 
The diſtreſſed Amanda was also pro- 
hibited from going to the old baron's 
chamber, leaſt the sorrow that muſt re- 
sult from such an interview ſhould 
diſturb» his dying moments. 

The morning following he enter- 
ed the servant's hall, and with eyes 
drowned in tears, told them their mas- 
ter was no more; that he had that mo- 
| ment 
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ment expired, and in the presence of 
Sancho, declared him sole heir to his 
large poſſeſſions, and guardian to A- 
manda.— His apparent afflection won 
upon the credulous domeſtics, who be- 
Sought him to bear his loss with manly 
fortitude, and bless the great Creator 
for removing his pious father to a better 
place; in a little time he talked more 
composedly and gave immediate or- 
ders for the funeral, which he said he 
could wiſh to be as private as poſſible, 
The day following the lord de Cour- 

cy was buried, followed by the whole 
pariſh, who watered the foot-path to 
his grave, with the tributary tears of 
gratitude and affection. Amanda's 
grief for the death of her foſter parent 
brought on a fever which confined 
her to her chamber, and rendered her 
life for some days despaired of; but 
youth 
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youth was in her favour, and from 
the ſtrength it afforded, enabled her 
to overcome the diſtemper. 

But who can paint the heart- rending 
woe felt by Maurice on his return? 
On learning the dreadful tidings, he 
wrung his hands, involuntarily exclaim- 
ing, Dead !—Then I am poor in- 
deed!” for two days he was not heard 
to Speak, and on the third he went to 
his new maſter to deliver up the faith- 
fal accounts of his ſtewardſhip. Hu- 
bert graciouſly received him, and a- 
mong many aſſurances of his eſteem, 
said, he ſhould certainly continue him 
in his service, were it only on account 
of the respect he owed his father's 
memory, whom he knew was fond of 
him; he also made him a handsome 
Present, over and above a sum he gave 
uim to diſtribute discretionally among 
55 N the 
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the poorer sort of villagers, and par- 
ticularly the late baron's penſioners, 
whom in reverence to their patron, he 
ſhould ever remember. 

Maurice's leisure afforded him mo- 
ments of reflection; he was unwilling to 
suppose Hubert had been the occa- 
ſion of De Courcy's death, yet he 
could not reſiſt a prepoſſeſſion that in- 
dicated he had played foully for his 
eſtate and title; the precautions he 
had used to conceal his father from 
the ſight of his attendants, before as 
well as after his decease, gave him ill 
thoughts of his conduct. He loved 
the baron to his soul, and would have 
been happy to bring to puniſhment a 
parricide so sanguinary; but what could 
his suspicions avail ?—his evidence he 
knew would have no weight againſt 
bim.;—beſides, it was poſſible, they 

were 
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were as unjuſt as he hoped they were. 
He therefore ſtrove to recover the 
serenity of his temper, unincumbered 
with that affliction, which however the 
ttibute of gratitude, he found could 
not redeem the dead, but tend only 
to embitter the few remaining years an- 
nexed to his decline of life. 

Although Maurice endeavoured to 
diveſt himself of his unavailing sor- 
row for the death of de Courcy; he 
grew melancholy on a sudden, and 
all his attempts to conceal it from the 
notice of those about him were ineffec- 
tual; they had observed him at times 
loſt in thought, during which unguard- 
ed ſituation he would break out into 
incoherent sentences, whose tendency 
they were at a loss to account for, 
which, when from disintereſted mo- 
tives they queſtioned him concerning, 
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—he told them with a figh—* It was 
a melancholy habit, hereditary in his 
family, which he found by sad experi- 
ence had devolved on him. 

Hubert, who a few weeks before 
would have gladly accepted the hand 
of Amanda in marriage, now felt him- 
self freed from such a condescendſion, 
he knew ſhe. was in his power, and 


flattered himself he ſhould prevail up- 


on her to consent to his wiſhes with- 
out that tedious and unneceſſary cere- 


mony.' Having therefore transacted 


the buſiness of obtaining full poſſeſſion 
of the late baron's effects, he began to 


give a loose to those vices he had 


hitherto thought proper to suppress. 
Amanda had scarcely recovered from 
her indispoſition, when he one morn- 


ing entered her chamber, and requeſt- 


ing her woman to withdraw, began in 
the 
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the following manner.“ Was it my 
fate to have been insenſible of the at- 
tractions belonging to a form so love 
inspiring, so adorned with every quali- 
fication neceſſary to create wonder and 
eſteem; J might not, in sight of all 
the obſtacles that seemed to debar me 
poſſeſſion, have cheriſhed a paſhon 80 
little conducive. to my repose.—In- 
deed I have endeavoured to reſiſt the 
infatuation, but vain che attempt ; the 
idea of your being devoted to the em- 
braces of another, racked me beyond 
description, but now, ſince that ob- 
ſtruction is removed, know that I love 
you !—nay, ſtart not, but receive the 
knowledge of my affection as becomes 
a woman of your sense and ſit uation.“ 
*If—5$aid Amanda, interrupting him, 
with looks that bespoke the anguiſh 
of her heart—it is your deſire to ren- 
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der me completely wretched, enjoy 
the cruel satisfaction; but let not your 
vain hopes picture a probability of my 
ever consenting to receive the un- 
welcome love you so profusely offer 
me Ihe paſſion continued Hu- 
bert, ſternly—which your charms has 
long inspired me with, will admit no 
longer reſtraint. You are in my power! 
think on that, be wise! consent to my 
happiness on the terms I tender, a love 
you may render immutable; but ſhould 
you prove by idle reſiſtance unworthy 
the mild method of my wooing, pre- 
pare to meet the power I fhall usurp 
over your conditionto become poſſeſſor 
of your person!“ With these words 
he left her in agonies which at this 
moment seized her fainting soul. Her 
woman then entered and aſſiſted to re- 

cover 
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cover her from the poignant affliction 

his behaviour had occaſioned. 
Finding Amanda's ſtrength not suf- 
ficiently recovered, he judged it moſt 
expedient to wait a few weeks, ere he 
had recourse to forcible methods of 
obtaining what ſhe at present seemed 
disposed to deny him; during which, 
her health inſtead of recovering, grew 
more impaired from the addition her 
fears had added to her diſtemper, leaſt 
Hubert ſhould put in practice his cruel 
threat; who finding the time roll on 
without a pros pect of obtaining by 
gentle means the happiness he thirſt- 
ed after: heated with wine, he broke 
upon her suddenly, and demanded in 
an imperious tone whether ſhe was 
disposed to receive his careffes? The 
fair mourner entreated him not to add 
brutality to the paſſion he had avow- 
ed 
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ed for her, but in compaſſion to her 
diſtress cease to importune her fixed 
and unalterable resolution. *Tis 
well madam— he exclaimed—I now 
know my remedy.” Remedy !—re- 


| plied Amanda, fternly—what, because 


I am an orphan, a defenceless fugi- 


tive! is that your remedy? no! In- 
human as thou art, I have a friend — 


dreſſed in all the terrors that attend 
him, Vl fly to his embrace, who, guar- 


dian of my honour, ſhall protect me 
from thy violence.“ No said Hu- 
bert— 1 will not have it so. Relent, 


and live, proud fair one, live for me! 
You muſt—you ſhall be mine with - 
out reluctance mine. — Those arms 
muſt ſnut me with willing twinings in 


your fond embrace; those coral lips 


meet mine, and that dear breath made 
* of life-reſtoring sweets ſhall help 
renew 
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renew delights, when ſinking nature 
faints, unable to suſtain the unaltera- 
ble bleſſing.” 

These inſinuations inſtead of pro- 
ducing the deſired effect, served but 
to heighten the indignation of Aman- 
da, who in a moſt dignified ſtyle of re- 
buke, chid his indelicacy, and pre- 
sumption; but notwithſtanding her ani- 
mated reply, ſhe underwent the moſt 
deplorable anguiſh, when ſhe reflected 
upon the conduct of à wretch from 
whose barbarity ſhe had so much to 
apprehend. Hubert having thus broke 
doun the fences of decorum, would 
have violated that ſhrine of honour, 
beauty and embelliſhed truth, had not 
the wrath kindled by such an un- 
expected outrage, inspired her with 
ſtrength sufficient to intimidate the 
ruffian, who could offer violence to 
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such perfection; ſhe broke from his 
embrace with surprizing agility, and 
by her ſhrieks would have summoned 
her attendants to her aſſiſtance; had 
not Hubert sprung towards the door, 
and unſheathing his dagger, swore he 
would ſtrike it to the heart of the firſt 
that entered. All oppoſition is vain 
—continued he—what you have de- 
nied to my 1mportunities, you ſhall. 
yield to my power.” So saying he 
caught hold of her with the moſt im- 
pious intent, when the affrighted A- 
manda snatching the dagger from his 
belt, presented the point towards him, 
and while her eyes brightened with re- 
Sentment. Villain! ſhe exclaimed 
—the spirit of thy father animates my 
breaſt, and directs the ſhaft now raised 
_ againſt thy life!“ Struck with awe at 

the manner of her address, his whole 
frame 
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frame became disordered; he retreated 
haſtily without making the leaſt reply, 
and darting a frown at Amanda to 
juſtify his resentment, ſhut too the 
door with violence, 
Words are wanting to describe the 
accumulated horrors that took poſſes- 
sion of her mind, when she found all 
her presaging fears thus realized, and 
herself at the mercy of a wretch, void 
of honor orhumanity—deprived of her 
parents, exiled from her friends and 
country, reduced to the extremity of 
submitting to the brutality of a bar- 
barian, or experience the want of the 
common neceſſaries of life, in a land 
where ſhe knew nat one person to 
whose protection ſhe could have re- 
course from the inexpreſſible woes that 
environed her. She complained to hea- 
ven at the augmentation of that misery 
623 which 
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which was already too severe to be en- 
dured, and ſnuddered at the reflection of 
being utterly abandoned in the laſt 
ſtage of mortality, without one friend 
to close her eyes, or do the charita- 
ble offices due to her breathless corse. 

The evening sun had descended 
from the surface of the diſtant sea, 


and night's clouded canopy darkened 


the lingering gleam now iſſuing from 
his rays; when, wrapt in sorrowful 
meditations, Maurice had seated him- 
self within an arbour belonging to 
the garden; there to vent his sorrows 
undiſturbed, and weep unnoticed. He 
had not long enjoyed his reflection 
when old Launcelot, (a former depen- 
dant on the deceased baron) came up, 
and seating himself beſide him, de- 
manded whether his feelings were in a 
proper ſtate to be made acquainted 

ER with 
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with a secret of importance.“ You 
awaken my apprehenſions—said Mau- 
rice hat is the matter?“ © Prepare 
yourself—said Launcelot—for a tale 
that will chill your very blood—all is 
not right, depend on't—a meſſenger 
from the grave is come! with tidings, I 
fear of a dreadful tendency !—Laſt 
night, much later then I am accuſtom- 
ed, I went to bed, and in the middle 
of my prayers was ſtartled at a groan I 
heard without the door ; I thought it 
might be fancy, so liſtening attentively 
J heard another, who's there? said I.; 
I gained no answer, so I began again; 
again a groan, more hollow then the 
former re- called me from my duty, 
and rifing from my bed I went to the 
door to see from whence it came; but, 
Oh! good Heaven ! how was my.senses 
frozen with affright, when I beheld the 
spirit 
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spirit of our old maſter ſtanding in the 
| vaulted gallery, near the lord Hubert's 
chamber.” Did it speak to you ?— 
| said Maurice haſtily—know'ſt thou 
the fatal secret'?” © Your looks quite 
terrify me —replied Launcelot —fatal 
secret what fatal secret? To me it 
1 spoke not, for as with reverential awe 
| J fell upon my face—it vaniſhed from 
| my view. But say, your looks betray 
| your knowledge of this dreadful viſitor 
| S thoucan'ſt perhaps reveal the cause, 
| why this dread spectre haunts the cas- 
| -tle ;—take me to your confidence, I 

grew old in the baron's service, and 
revere his memory. Age has taught me 
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tribute due to friendſhip; and virtue, 
the veneration I ſhould beſtow on such 
-A secret.“ | 
The agitation you perceive in 
'tne—said Maurice—is not without oc- 
; caſion 
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caſion, nor can my horror- ſtricken in- 
tellects find words to tell a tale that 
lingers on my tongue, untill composure 
has in some measure allayed the tre- 
mour your suspicions have excited. 
The confidence I mean to repose in 
you, bespeaks the opinion I have of 
your discretion;. but hide it in your 
breaſt I charge you, nor let it wander 
in hint, or sudden thoughttulness, leſt 
it endanger your life, and make your 
curioſity fatal, What I have to in- 
form you is long and painful to relate; 
yet you ſhall know it all, and moan 
with me the fate of murthered inno- 
cence, For the present let us part, at 
mid-night I will come to your cham» 
ber, where after fortifying our reflec» 
tions with a consciousness of doing no 
one an injury, I vill proceed to unfold 
the sad tenor of my tale; and why this 
h _ 
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spectre, clad in sorrow's-seeming, 
comes from a reſtless grave to add 
a ten- fold horror to the awful hour, he 
Spends in viſitation. But beware, I say, 
the prying eyes of our suspicious mas- 
ter and his tell- tale emisaries, leſt they 
dive deep in your credulity, and ex- 
pose your piety to danger.“ 

On this they parted, endeavouring 
to conceal their emotion beneath the 
maſk of serenity. An hour to the mind 


of impatience sometimes seems a week: 


Old Launcelot thought midnight would 
never return, till the caſtle clock had 
twelve times told from the bell. fry, the 
hour set by Maurice for their meeting 
was at hand; anon a diſtant footſtep 
ſhocked the timid Launcelot, who fear- 
ed a viſit from the apparition, till the 
faint glimmer of an approaching light 


deleniated the features of his friend, and 


gave 
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gave his heart to reſt; Maurice enter- 
ed, spent some moments in regaining 
breath, and after thus began. 
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CHAP V. 


« I've heard a spirit's force is wonderful; 
« At Whose approach, when ſtarting from his dungeon, 
The earth will ſhake, and the old Ocean groan : 
« Rocks are remov'd, and trees are thundered down, 
« And walls of brass, and gates of adamant 
« Are passable as air, and flect like winds,” 
&« Of which Prepare to hear 
& A ſtory, that ſhall turn thee into Lone,” Lex, OE tr. 
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AY father was a dependant on 
the late Sir William de Tracey, whose 
sad remains now lie buried in our 
church; by whose death my father be- 
ing deprived of his friend and intereſt, 
eturned to his former home, where 


with his worthy partner he a few years 


P after 
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aſter died; when ſtrange as are the 
ways of bounteous providence, I gain- 
ed, by accident, the place he long be- 
fore had been dismiſſed from. I came 
to the lord de Courcy on an affair of 
consequence, and on the ground be- 
sought him to give it hearing; he rais- 
ed me, and repayed the ſtory I related 
with his approbation. Come to my 
caftle—said he—and meet the reward 
due to conduct so meritorious as 
thine, I did so, and was appointed 
his ſteward. Peace to his aſhes, these 
were his very words, and have wrought 
a palpitation in my heart, the rain 
from grief now. drifting down my 
cheek will scarce appease.” He paus- 
ed awhile, and after continued thus 
The poor of the inhabitants round his 
caſtle he made happy by his bene vo- 
lence, and the rich despoiler of the 

| . poor 
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poor man's property, he brought to 
juſtice: twelve blissful years I spent 
within his service, he was the com- 
fort of my life, whose sunſhine has 
grown dim, ſince he has ceased to 
be. 


But ah! from dread disease and death, 
« No art nor power can save; - 
& Man like the insect round the blaze, 
&© Wantons awhile in life's wild maze, 
Then ſinks into the grave. 
6 The faireſt hopes that fill the heart, 
« Or flowers that bed the dew ; 
& Are ſhadows form'd in fancy's beam, 
« That flee while we pursue. 
«© And when desponding virtue ſighs, 
« At worth's neglected ſhrine, 
4 Or labour chaunts his artless lay, 
«© The train ſhall ſtill be thine : 
“ Or where the. feſtive board is spread 
« Amid the cheerful glee; 
4 In tender mem'ry of her friend, 
«Shall mirth the social laugh suspend; 
« To heave a ſigh for Thee, . 
te Alike from scorn's unkiad reproach, + 
And flattery's smoother. tale; 
Thou lieft where ſlander cannot reach, 
Nor praise can ought avail,” 
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« He died we all suppose by the viſi- 


tation of the Almighty, yet as he was 
buried with such myſterious privacy, 


ftrange murmers rose from the opinions 
of the many, yet none could define 
the trath, The poor were truely so, 


and the induſtrious huſbandman wears 


a sack on holydays for mourning! 
They found benevolence was become 
mortal, and had condesended to die! 


I I moaned in secret the good De Cour- 


cy's loss, but ſtill devoted my duty to 


his son, who different to my expec- 


tations detained me in his service.“ 
The credulous think our maſter imi- 


tales the; virtues of his ſire, but they 
err egregiouſiy; his seeming generoſuy 


is but a force of inclination; his bo- 
som is perturbed with a sort of con- 
ſtant clock work, and you may oft 
observe him, when suppoſing himself 
unnoticed, 


„ 
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unnoticed, ſtrike there on, as if to ſtay 
the pendulum within: Alas! poorheart! 
They say, tyrants inflict tortures on 
mankind, but in my opinion they make 
none so miserable as they make them» 
selves.“ 

It has ever been my cuſtom ere 
I go to bed, to traverse the apartments 
of the caſtle, that I may thereby guard 
againſt the negligence of those who 
ſhould leave our maſter's property ex- 
posed to the pillage of the robber. 
Once on my nightly search, a form, 
wearing the features of our old maſter, 
paſſed me in the gallery, as I follow- 
ed to speak to it, it disappeared, and 
wrapt in wonder, I returned to my 
Solitary chamber, conceiving what [ 
had really seen the ſtrength of imagt» 
nation, more firm from the intenſity 
of a too troubled thouglit. A night 


or 
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or two after I made my viſit earlier, 
and met the awful spectre clad in sor- 
row; he called me by my name, when 
ſtarting with affright I fell upon my 
knees. Blelt ſhade !—I cried—lf in 
thy time of life, my careful conduct 
"has repaid thy goodness, that foſtered 
me from being on the world's wide 
desert, a wretched outcaſt; grant my 
requeſt! Say, why a life well spent 
ſhould be rewarded by a death like 
cine? or. why the grave, the aſſigned 
| _ Place of reſt, doth ſtay its greedy ap- 
petite, and give thee up again? Mak- 
ing this solemn hour, that unto peace 
hy heaven was devoted, horrific by thy 
awful viſits!” _ 

. 46: Lam De Courcy* s Spirit, come from 
an untimely grave to viſit thus the hour 
that lacks on morning. If thou would'} 
tnow the cause why I have burſt the 

Prison 
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prison doors of death ; bear yourself with- 


out the weſtern gate, and down a narrow . 


path, encompaſſed with trees that cluſters 
it in Secrecy, search out a vault ; this 
hidden recess explore, and a' grant will 
there be found to your requeſt. And as 
full zyell T Eno I have thy pious bleſſunge, 
be happy in the knowledge I am at reſt, 
gave when the permitted hour of retri« 
bution calls my departed likeness back 10 
earth for reasons thou ſhalt learn here- 
after,” Thus spoke in hollow voice 
the ſilver headed sage, and diſſolving 


as he spoke, called on my remem- 


brance.“ 


« I felt for some moments insenſi- 
ble with fear, at length I suppreſſed 
the agitation it occaſioned, and urged 
by curioſity embraced the present mo- 
ment, as a time well fitting to satisfy 
it, Chilled with a doleful sense of 


my 
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my errand, l ſtole without the caſtle, and 
haſtily bent my footſteps down the de- 
scribed path, aſſiſted by the moon, who 
brilliantly illumined the dreary land- 
scape;I trod with apprehenſion, and lis- 
tened tothe dizzy chirping of the note- 
less grasshopper with dismay: The 
solemn ſtillness of the night awed me 
into melancholy, and I began to re- 
pent my undertaking, till a thought 
on my viſionary mandate, reproved my 
heart for apprehenſion, and I loudly 
exclaimed - What ſhould I fear? — fear! 


* 


| replied the echo, and died upon the 


word. I now felt a secret impulse 
- Suppress my inward palpitation, and 
while fortitude ſhook the reptile co- 
wardice from my breaſt, conscious in- 
: nocence cd her armour. round my 
soul to ſhield it from aſſault. At length 
IJ gained the fence. that was described 

| to 
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to me but could not discover the leaſt 
appearance of a cave, nor would the 
horrors contained within that dreary 
asylum been then revealed to me, had 
not my foot ſtumbled on the entrance, 
and betrayed a narrow opening to my 
view; here I refreſhed my lamp, and 
descending a flight of ſteps soon gain- 
ed the bottom, where the un hole- 
some damp that bedewed the arched 
roof, grew into a drop, which falling 
into a running ſtream beneath, told 
the paſſing moments as they fled be- 
ide them.” 

«© I was somewhat ſtartled on oh- 
erving the bottom so different from 
my expectation, hid in water, and con- 


ſidered with myself how it would be 


poſſible to explore this recess, when 
my light directed me to a kind of scat, 
raised above the surface, and compos- 
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ed of vaſt ſtones piled one upon che 


other, on which after some difficulty 
I placed myself: I could eaſily observe 
the wall on each ſide, but to where the 
ſtream proceeded, or the end of this 


cavity I was unable to discover.“ 


« found it impoſſible to wade 
though this dangerous obſtruction, so 
making a raft from the rind of a tree, 
I had taken up out of the water, as 


directed bythe current it had paſſed my 


Seat, and cementing thereon the taper 
from my lanthorn, committed it to the 
ſtream. The illuminated bark travell- 
ed but leisurely, and at the diſtance of 
a few yards ſtopt at a grating though 
which the ſtream descended. I now 
discovered a wild vacancy arched in 
the wall, in which was a door that 
ſtanding open enabled me to diſtin- 
guilhed a spacious apartment within. 

Satisfied 
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Satisfied with my observation, as well 
as the impoſſibility of my then being 
able to examine farther, I determined 
to regain the caſtle, the keys of which 
you know I keep in my poſſeſſion.— 
But to cut as ſhort as poſſible the thread 
of my narrative; again the next night 
(for I feared a viſit to the vault by day 
might endanger a discovery) I prepar- 


ed a plank long enough to extend 


from the ſtone seat to the hollowed a- 
partment, which secreting among the 
trees I waited impatiently for mid= 
night, The long wiſhed moment ar- 
rived; I got ſtill unnoticed} without 
the caſtle, and arriving at the cave, I 
made a temporary bridge of my piece 
of timber, and addreſſing the bleſt 


ihade whose midnight wanderings had 


doomed me on this awful pilgrimage. 
Thou injured ghoſt said I reſt thee 


. 2. in. 


4 
1 
| 
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in thy grave, this effort reveals the 


Secret, and yeilds to thee repose.“ So 


saying, I guided my footſteps to the 
narrow way, and with the word re- 
pose gained footing in the vaulted 
apartment; here I ſtopt some mo- 
ments to gather courage to proceed. 


In this condition I bent my body to 


the ground, and invoking fortitude from 
a prayer to excellence, rose up re- ani- 
mated to complete my tardy embaſſy.“ 

% minutely examined every avenue 
within this dismal abode, and after 
going through several apartments, I 


came at length to a plated door be- 


sct with bolts corroded with the growth 
- of. ruſt, that denied my. viſitation to 


the closet within, Too far resolved to 
tamely admit of obſtruction, I overcame 
the difficulty of loosening these moul- 
dering holdfaſts, and with a fragment 

a ſallen 
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fallen by time from the ſtony roof, beat 
of the lock that had held the now 
open door, and trod within; but judge 
for me the horror with which my soul 
muſt be invaded on discovering E 

Maurice had proceeded thus far in 
his relation, when he was suddenly. 
interrupted by a loud knocking at the 
chamber door. Amazement ſtruck old 
Launcelot to the groud, while Mau- 


rice in a voice faultering with timi- 


dity, demanded who was there? The 


knocking continred, accompanied by an 


intreaty for admittance : Maurice knew 
the voice, and opening the door let 


in Sancho, the lord Hubert's black at- 


tendant. „Ia the name of wonder 
said he what keeps you up so late? 
I came to call up Launcelot; for our 
maſter is become worse. Ah! what 
nils our old friend? why does he lay 


upon 
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upon the floor ?” He was frighten-- 
ed at your knocking—replied Mau- 
rice together with some ſtrange noises 
we have heard to night, which from 
alarming, has kept us from our beds.“ 
The now raised up Launcelot, who 
overhearing what Maurice had said, 
made the same excuse. Come with 
me to our maſter's chamber continu- 
ed Sancho —It is from thence the: 
noise proceeds, for ſince I have, from 
watching him o'nights prevented his 
walking in his fleep ; he has been ac- 
cuſtomed to rave in his dreams, whicir 
are become more terrible than ever, 
and renders it unsafe, for me to be a- 
Tone with him.“ Going to the door of 
Hubert's apartment, they ſtood some 
moments to observe him. He was out 
of bed, ſtanding in a poſture of sur- 
prize, and in unguarded ſleep, thus be- 
| trayed 
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trayed the furics of a brain poſſeſſed. 
M hy do you come with countenance 
so Sorrowful, to damn me with your 
pity ? Gape earth! and hide me from 
that offended ghoſt, that horrible spec- 
tre! or bear me to Etna's sulphurous 
fire, and seareh out the remembrance 
of the wrongs I have done thee !” 
Here they entered, and roused the 

dreamer from his innate diſturbances. 
On being by degrees made senſible 
of his ſituation, Hubert as he wiped 
the perspiration from his forehead, en- 
deavoured to collect himself, sufficient 
to conceal some part of his emotion; 
he thanked them for their attention, 
saying he had in reallity no cause for 
grief, and that those troubled viſions 
sprung from the horrid dress that 
fancy gave his dream, in which rea- 
son had no part to any rcal disorder in 
the 
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the waking mind, which he aſſured 
them was free from remorse, or any 
secret guilt which ſhould occaſion the 
-phrensv, that sometimes appeared in 
him. He then enquired the hour of 
the night, and being told it lacked 
some minutes of two. Tis well 
he exclaimed—get you to your se— 
parate beds, there reckon up the lit- 
tle good you have done, tell it to 
heaven, and aſk a bleſſing for it!— 
Go! go, ſleep I say! You tire wich 
officiousness.“ On this he forced them 
from his room, and ſhut too the door. 
Before they returned they held it 
prudent to watch awhile without, left 
his former extravagance ſhould revive 
and render their aſſiſtance neceſſary. 
After waiting a few moments, they 
heard him in a plaintive voice begin 


as follows. FL 
| 8 Still 
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« Still is it night! how long and 
awful. — Where dwells contentment? 
Within the peasant's hut, Whose daily 
toll affording but a bed of ſtraw, lowly 
and comfortless, yet are permitted to 
taſte the bleſſings attendant on repose: 
while I, on down, reſtless as the foun- 
dering veſſel, beat by the surges of u 
tempeſtuous sea; am I never to hope 
a calm? — h] that the ſigh now iſſu- 
ing from my heart would break the 
thread of being, and let me go to 
nothing But no! I am forbid to die; 
oblivion 1s a luxury prohibited from 
one so sanguinary.— Hark! the well- 
come death- watch counts her seconds 
from the spider's cell! -O were my 
feelings unsusceptible as thine, u ho 
murders for thy suftenance; then might 
remorse in vain her venom spread a- 
round my guilty heart, and be spa- 
R red 
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red contrition. Again I hear the 
ſilken lyre ſtruck upon; perchance it 
bodes my diſſolution ; welcome super- 
ſtition's monitor; grow to certainty— 
be true—thy momentary breathing has 
nothing in it ominous, I only living 
fear the dead.“ Hear'd you that?“ 
said Maurice, in a whisper. I did and 
tremble” replied Launcelot. Hubert 
proceeded: ** Oh! fink me deep in 
Neptune's briny gulph, or bear me 
to that tranſitory ſhore where kind for- 
getfulness enjoys her peaceful reign ! 
there only can I reſt the rages of re- 
proof, the terrors of remembrance !— 
Wbat to sleep awhile, and truſt to 
opium's drugged influence my paſſport 
to the grave? —the grave What 
follows? my account!—Ah !—There 
lives the dread, that makes the little 


fortitude my braving perseverance had 
collected, 
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collected, ſhrink like the ſhrub from 
lightning's forked blaſt, and leaves me 
less than woman. But no—it will not 
be- the ſigh now iſſuing from a wound - 
ed breaſt, that unburthens my heart 
but of a crimson drop, yields to the 
worm of conscience freſli support, who, 
open mouthed beneath, gluts on the 
tear, and thus refreſhed gives battle to a 
coward soul with collected vigour.” 
He ceased —He groaned !—He ſlept! 

Let us retire said Maurice—his 
tale of sufferings hath ſtrained his 
faculties; and sunk him into ſleep.— 
We have done wrong continued he 
our duty has become impertinent, we 
have unwarrantably ſtole upon the 
secrets of our maſter, whose reasons for 
such behaviour he can only know.— 
What we have heard to- night, let us not 
misconſtrue; the good We all ſhould. 
| » 7 (a copy 
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copy; the bad from example ſnun; 
what is beyond our comprehenſion, 
not dive into, and, where we cannot 
comfort, pity!” With these cautious - 
expreſſions, Maurice took leave of 
Sancho, who with a good morning, 
left them to repose. Having gained 
his apartment, Launcelot exclaimed, 
while ſhutting too the door, He has 
said too much!“ He has taught us 
the value of acting well replied Mau- 
rice interrupting him what would he 
give to ſtrike his breaſt as I could do 
in the hour of calamity, and rouse a 
consolation from reſlection. Oh, jus- 
tice! juſtice! the iron hand of ca- 
pricious tyranny can invent no tortures 
equal to what thou doſt plant within 
the guilty bosom. This interruption 
to my sad relation will not only sub- 
ſtantiate the truth, but afford a leſſon 


In 
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in the sequel, I could wiſh the mex- 
perienced were acquainted with,” 
% For heaven's sake make an end on't, . 
said Launcelot—lI am all impatience - 
to know what you discovered that 
alf ighted you so much.“ 
« Within a cheſt, whose lid was 
ſtanding open, the ſkeleton of a man — 
replied Maurice, who continued thus 
I gazed with wild amazement at a 
- fight so truly ſhocking, and indiſtinct- 
ly exclaimed —** Alas, poor nothing! 
thou once perchance enſhrowded the - 
nobleft soul that e' er dictated the good 
deeds of mankind.—O noble nature! 
how much debased! exposed without 
a coverlid ! denied even the lutle earth 
that ſhould withhold from view the 
carcase of a dog.“ - As I ſhiftedmy 
ground, I perceived the flooring, be- 
ing loose, rose on the oppoſite ſide; 
this 
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this circumſtance made me cautiouſſy 
examine the boarding, which was in- 
many places ſtained with blood. — 
Shocked at the ſight I-proceeded to re: 
move them, certain in my opinion of 
their concealing some undiscovered 
horror; nor was I wrong in my con- 
jecture, for after, with great ease, tak. 
ing up che boards; J discovered the 
body of the murdered de Courcy: It 
seemed in a perfect ſtate, save that its 
pallid complexion and unwholesome 
smell told it's true condition. At a 
fight so truly ſhocking, I was hardly 
able to support myself from falling; 
and kneeling to the earth 1 directed 
my prayer to heaven, entreating reſt 
to the departed spirit; and as the salt 
tear of afflict ion dropt on the pious re. 
mains of de Courcy, I:cried © O hor: 
rible! horrible! some monſter, bear- 
| | ing 
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-4ng nature's semblance, is the cause of 


this, but in an hour to come, would 
gladly change conditions with thee ;— 
when thou thy tale of sufferings ſhall 
relate, at that high tribunal, where 
guilt ſhall ſtand abaſhed, trembling at 
the audit that bears his paſſport to the 
hell he merits.” On his left breaſt was 
two deep gaſhes, through which his 
Soul had sought a paſſage to the bleſt; 
now gaping wide, as in the act of call- 
ing on supremacy for vengeance!” 

„After | had given vent to the ex- 
clamations this horrid murder had ex- 
cited, I replaced the boards in the 
same order I had found them, and re- 
turned with a heavy heart to my apart- 
ment, wondering who was the ſkele- 
ton 1 had seen lying in the cheſt, and 


loſt to determine, what use I ſhould 
make of this drcadiul discovery. You 


have 
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have at length enabled me to accom- 
pliſh what I could not have done with- 
out aſſiſtance. The body of our mur- 
thered maſter lies in unconsecrated 
ground: we will remove him to a pro- 
per grave, and render those respect- 
ful henours to his obsequies, that be- 
longs to chriſtian burial. This con- 
tinued Maurice —is what I had to en- 
truſt you with, and I doubt not you 
will gladly aſſiſt in so laudable an in- 
: tention.” 
After Launcelot had a little recover- 
ed from the agitation, the sequel of 
Maurice's relation had occaſioned, he 
not only afferted his willingness to 
comply with his proposal, but said he 
could satisſy his conjectures respecting 
the ſkeletcn he had seen lying in the 
cheſt, as he had been an aſſiſtant in 
. conveying it thither, He then related 
AT ; | the 
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the circumſtances attending the find- 
ing of Amanda, together with the 
ſtory of the chevalier, . whose body by 
De Courcy's order had been depoſited 
in that very closet. I wonder—re- 
plied Maurice—the baron did not 
cause it to be buried, rather than take 
the trouble to secrete it in an aſſylum 
so difficult of access.“ ** You are un- 
acquainted with the right way thither 
said Launcelot from a lower room 
in the caſtle there is a door that opens 
into a subterraneous paſſage that leads 
to those vaulted apartments. It is said 
to have been originally the habitation. 
of some recluse, and I have been led 
to believe from the aſſurances of many, . 
that it is haunted with the ghoſt of 
some one who bas been murdered 
there. How true it is I know not; 


various are the reports concerning it, 
8 and 
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and ftrange, indeed, are the noiscs 
that at times have been heard there. 
Day light appearing, Maurice thought 
it neceſſary to separate, having firſt 
exchanged proteſtations of keeping 
the sad discovery in faithful secresy, 
and appointed a time for. the removal 
of De Courcy's body. Maurice re- 
gained his apartment, and in unmo- 
leſted ſleep procured an interval. of 
reſt, from the pertubation his feelings 
had endured. 


CHAP, 
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© Oft' when the moon descending tow'rds the deep 
« Gleams a faint luſtre on the dancing wave; 

High let me set upon some dizzy ſteep, 
« Whose rocky base the boiling surges lave, 

ce O'er some lone cloiſter, at the midnight hour, 

1 Ofr let my solitary footſteps tread; 

© There view the waſte of time's all cen qu' ring pow'r, 

«© Among the deary regions of the dead,” SAvace, 


Tara was dark, and the loud 
peals of a frequent thunder rocked 
the caſtle's lofty battlements. The 
elements are at war—said Maurice, 
as he gave his hand to Launcælot to be 
raised from a grave he had been 
digging in an unfrequented part ofthe 
garden—and their dread commotion 
| doth impress the mind of man with 
awful admiration; come, we will go 
| $2 from 
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from the death giving flaſhes of the for- 
ked lightening,. and in completing 
our pious purpose, ſhelter from its 
violence.“ Tis a dreadful night— 


said Launcelot—l pry'thee haſte, or the 


pouring rain will damp our jackets!” 
© Happy are tney—repled Maurice 
who locked in unmoleſted ſlumber 


escape even a knowledge of the ſtorm; 


not so neglected merit! Driven from 
the porch of affluence by the unfeel- 
ing owner, the child of misery houſe- 
less and open to the pealing torrent, 
crawls to the abjec canopy wretched- 
nes affords hin; there writhes his 
benumbed ſinews from the smart of 
hunger, invokes heaven's mercy, and 


expires;” 
Croſſing the gallery to gain the ne- 
ceſſary implements secreted in Laun- 


celot's apartment, they heard a con- 
fussed 
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fussed noise in Hubert's chamber. 
„What's that“ said Maurice. It is 
our malter—rephed Launcelot—awa-, 
kened perhaps by the ftorm ; Hark! 
—he is talking to himself; let us ſtay 
awhile, and learn what it is concern» 
ing.“ They were ſilent and heard the 
following. — 

Can the vaſt body of the wide ex- 
tended deep, waſh from my soul the 
ſtain of murder? —or can the perfumes 

- of fertile Afia, cleanse from my touch 
thesmellot goarthat taintsit ?—Awake, 
or in my oſt diſturbed ſlumbers, the 
very devil who tempted me to ſin, 
ſtill hurries me to deeds of darkness: 
cementing to my deluſive grasp a dag- 
ger, and pointing to my breaſt the 
life bereaving iuſtrument, he bids me 
hug it there, a medicine for wounds 
like mine! — The angry elements threa- 
| ten 
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ten my dwelling with immediate dis- 
solution, yet the hurled bolt from the 
cannon of the ſky falls net in pity 
near enough to cruſh me in the ruin! 
— My large poſſeſſions, the source of 
my deſtruction ; are dwindled into the 
nothingness of a wild and dreary cas- 
tle. —A murrain robs me of my 
cattle, a mildew deſtroys my orchard, 
the wind ſtrips my trees of their ac- 
cuſtomed cloathing, and leaves the tall 
pine, a withered trunk upon a barren 
: heath.” 

«© But to whom do relate my sor- 
' rows ?— The unconsoling air! that lets 
my plaints'go by and heeds them not, 
save but with mockery, repaying in 
echo, my reproaches, with reproach ! 
A truce then with reflection, ſleep 
caſts her weighty mantle o'er my sen- 


ses, and I obey the tranſitory influ- 
het! ence 


ence, Soft I my address to heaven 
none! —t'were useless, and una- 
vailing ;—remorse retire I the dream 
ſtealing upon thy watch may haunt me 
in thy absence! — The die is caſt,—I 
would not- muſt— submit.“ | 

He said no more, but told in far- 
fetched ſighs, the pang, the worm of 
conscience gave him as he ſlept. The 
ſtorm subſiding, ſilence the solemn 
guardian of the night now resumed 
her reſidence within the caſtle, and all 
was huſh'd; save, where the clock its 
quarters told in chiming awfulness to 
the reſtless Hubert, who ever and anon 
did answer with a groan. 

{© The small interval of reſt, nature's 
bare subſiſtance, purchased from the 
labour of the brain—said Maurice— 
the wretched Hubert doth enjoy. — 
Good diele thou child of misery 

Heaven 


| 
| 
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Heaven in pity ſtay reproach awhile, 


and leave thee comfort in forgetful- 
„ 

They had procured what was neces- 
sary to accompliſh their deſign, and 
as they ſtole with cautious footſteps to 


the lower apartments of the caſtle, they 


heard the owl in dismal ſhrieking, re- 
buke the winds for having diſturbed 
her solitary revels; while the terrors 


of darkness, and the dreary sounds of, 


diſtant bells added to the awful gloom. 


Having arrived at the lower apart- 


ment they proceeded to enter the sub · 


terraneous paſſage, whose door to their 


aſtoniſhment was ſtanding open. Laun- 
celot drew back, declaring his unwil- 
lingness to enter. Give me. the 
lamp—said Maurice - what ſhould we 
fear? — I prize my life, as much as 
thou can'it! and would as reluctantly 

* meet 
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meet danger to gratify bravado, or 
empty oftentation, To search the 
wretched hollow worth lies hid in, for 
a charitable purpose, renders our dan- 
ger acceptable; and dreſſes even death 
with features that are attractingl Come 
on then—T feel at this moment an in- 
ward exultation warm my breaſt, I 
never felt such happincss 'till now 
Come on, Isay, and fear not: Il go 
before.“ Launcelot invoking the pro- 
tection of heaven in ſilence, followed 
his courageous leader. 

They had walked some length of 
way, and began to find the narrow 
paſſage widen as they proceeded, un- 
til it brought them into a spacious a- 
partment, surrounded with apertures, 
that led them into others equally ex- 
tenſive. The walls are very damp— 
said Maurice —and here, and there, 
.T where 


2 
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where time has not ſhed her devouring 
influence, there is displayed a gran- 
deur in the carved work, beyond those 


of a modern date, and much too good 
to ornament a place like this; It is a 


pity it ſhould be perverted to so base 
a purpose— made a receptacle for the 
untimely dead !—Though, indeed, it 
appears to me, more like a building 
sunk by earthly. commotion, than pur- 


posely built to conceal deeds of san- 


guinary guiltiness.“ 

Here Maurice was interrupted: by 
Launcelot, who ſtarting with affright, 
bid him hark! At what? — said Mau- 
rice—l heard nothing.” As you was 
Speaking — replied Launcelot — the 
Sound of voices came bebind me.” 
££ You only fancy s0—5$aid Maurice 


or perchance the echo of our talk re- 


Sounding from one of these vaulted 


apartments 
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apartments, was what alarmed you.“ 
Soon however Maurice was of adifferent 
opinion, for submitting to Launcelot's 
importunity to liſten, he diſtinguiſhed 
the plaint of sorrow break on the aw- 
ful ſilence of the place. This is 
ſtrange said Maurice sure no one 
dwells within this dread secluſion?— 
be whom it will- continued he— I'll 
see who it is, doth ſtay our errand 
hither, with cause of wonder so un- 
looked for.“ Then deſiring Launce- 
lot to tread lightly, they crept towards 
the place from whence the sound pro- 
ceeded, and laying their ear to the 
door of the apartment, heard the fol- 
lowing. 

« The sunſhine of felicity, once 
ſhone resplendent on me, and did rear 
with its aſſiſting warmth the bloſſoms 
of my bliss; 'till one dark cloud be- 

7. 2. ſhrouded 


— — —— — — — 
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fhrouded it in night, and with a ran- 
courous blight, blaſted the fruit ere 


it could reach perfection!“ © I pr'y- 


thee madam—rephed a voice in an- 
swer—do not give way to sorrow 
thus; the hour is at hand, when you 
may return to light, unmoleſted with 
the persecution that drove you to the 
neceſſity of taking refuge in this dis-- 
mal place. Oft as opportunity ſhall 
perinit, I will Neal from the notice of 
those about me, and convey hither 
tood and books, that ſhall amuse and 
keep you from reflection, untill E 
procure aſſiſtance to enable you to fly 
this place. I'll devote my nights to you, 
then bring you fuel for your fire, and 
light to bear you company; - my an- 
xious care ſhall teach me how to com- 
fort you; be not then deaf to my im- 
portunity, but cease to despond while 

| heaven 
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heaven and myself will keep danger a at 
a diſtance.“ 

© Generous Blanche —replied the 
other thy compaſſionating aſſurances 
make an avowal of my affliction un- 
grateful to thy services: I will endea- 
vour to smother them; relying upon 
your confidence, which ſhall dictate the 
conduct of the poor Amanda.“ How! 
— said Maurice, ſtarting with sur- 
prize - hal barbarity could unjuſtly 
sentence virtue like thine to such a sad 
secluſion? then raiſing his voice be 
not alarmed, dear madam continued 
he—'tis your old servant, Maurice, 
who * at the door for admis- 
sion.“ 

His precaution had the deſired e- 
ffect, they entered the apartment, 
where without betraying the leaſt symp- 
tom of fear Amanda, cooly demands 


cd 
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ed to what accident ſhe was indebted : 
for their discovery of her retreat? 
% Why, we came-hither madam—re- 
plied Maurice am not permitted to 
inform you, seek not to know it, for 
it has a tendency so pregnated with 
horror, it would ſink thee into the ex- 
treme of misery, and ſhut composure 
for ever from your breaſt l suffice it. 
our errand hither was a pious one, un- 
knowing what had beſallen you; we 
were in search of a closet, secreted 
among these apartments, and being 
ſtartled at hearing voices so unex pect- 
ed, curioſity prompted us liſten to a 
conversation that speaking of affliction 
proved you of our society, and induced 
me to enter.” Conscious as 1 am of 
having had my ſhare of affliction— re- 
plied Amanda—yet providence admits 
not my opinion, forfrom your manner of 

eine requeſting 
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requeſting me to abſtain from curioſity, 
I am to learn the measure of my woes 

is not so full but you can add thereto. 
Leave me not, therefore, from painful 
imagination to picture hat awaits me, 
but say what brought you hither ?” 
Madam—replied Maurice—yourre- 
queſt ſhall at a future time be gratified, 
at present be content with this as- 
surance, it is a tragical relation, con= | 
cerning themuch-lamented baron, your 
foſter- father. It is a confidence I will 
not withhold from you, though much 
unfitting for feelings like yours to be 
made acquainted with. am too much 
amazed to find you in this place, and 
at a loss to account for the occaſion; 
take me with my faithful companion 
here to your confidence, and if it lies 
in our power to lighten your sorrows 
lady, see how we will serve you.“ 
ö ] know 
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I know the baron loved you—re- 
- plied Amanda —and however I might 
| have been unwilling to comply with 
your requeſt, for his sake, I will not re- 
fuse the satisfaction you require. — 
Know then - continued ſhe, taking the 
hand of her attendant—It is here 1 
- owe the poſſeſſion of that life, which 
muſt ere this have paid the purchase of 
mine honour.— Thy treacherous mas- 
ter, displeascd wich the ill success of 
his brutal importunity, to win me to 
his wiſhes; and fearing by force to 
drive me to desperate methods of pro- 
- curing a release, endeavoured by bri- 
bery to taint the fidelity of my com- 
panion here, and make her an accom- 
plice in my undoing !—She at firſt re- 
ſiſted his ensnaring eloquence ; yet 
fearfull he ſhould refer his solicitudes 
to one less anxious for my safety, pre- 
tending 
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pretending to be won by the richness 
of his proffers, ſhe undertook to admit 
him into my chamber at the dead of 
night, as he deſired; suppoſing by 
fleep I ſhould be prevented front e- 
vading his intentions; to ſtrengthen 
which he had procured her an opiate, 
which ſhe was to have given me ere 
J went to bed.“ 

„ Flated with his cruel expectan- 
-cies he left her, promiſing to be at 
my chamber door, when the clock 
| ſtruck twelve; being gone, my afflict- 
ed preserver haſtened to my apart. 
ment, and besought me, as 1 valued 
her friendſhip, to consent to a ſtrata- 
gem ſhe had concerted for my pro- 
tection from the violence which | had 
to expect from Hubert's behaviour. I 
submitted to her importunity, and at 
night ſhe privately removed me to the 
| U | late 
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late baron's chamber, which ſince his 
death, you know, has been ſhut up.— 
Here I ſlept that night, while ſhe, un- 
exampled in her attachment, took my 
place; and to save my honour, sur- 
rendered up her person to the deteſted 
transports of thy perfidious maſter, 
who at the time appointed ſtole into my 
chamber, and taking her for me, 
reveled in poſſeſſion.“ 

She wept in private, hiding from 
even me the sacriſice ſhe had made to 
the ſnrine of friendſhip, until this even- 
ing, when with looks that much alarm- 
ed me, ſhe burſt into the apartment 
wherein I was concealed, and without 
Informing me the reason of her be- 
haviour, made me haſten to this dread- 

ful place; having before conveyed 
hither a couch and other neceſſaries to 
render life supportable. Too lately 
have 
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have I learnt the cause of her affliction, 
and if I do not rejoice in my preser- 
vation, It is- because I have brought 
wretchedness on another, whose mis» 
fortunes I ſhall henceforth conſider as 
my own, and lament them accord- 
ingly.“ 

l have fince underſtood it was to 
save my life I was to fly hither, but 
how that became endangered, or by 
what means ſhe became acquainted of 
its being so, ſhe has hitherto heſitated 
to inform me; but doubtles will not 
perſiſt in, when I seriouſly entreat her 
to do so, and by that means gratify an 
impatient curioſity.“ Blanche obeyed, 
without further importunity, and be- 
gan as follows. 

„ Shuddering with horror, at the 
bare recollection of what you demand 
of me, I will proceed to account for 

U.2. my 
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my reluctance in unfolding the dread- 
ful relation you require. The night 


following that luckless one that devo- 


ted me to wretchedness, I concealed 
my sorrow as much as poſſible, and 
followed the meſſenger sent from Hu- 
bert to bring me to his chamber. Be- 
ing alone with him, he requeſted me 
to inform him how you bore the dis. 
covery of his supposed behaviour —- 
| ceplied—thar in all the phrensy of 


despair you determined to fiy the cas- 


tle, threatening inſtant death to the 
aſlaſſin who had murdered your inno- 
c2nce in the dark, ſhovid he dare 
presume to taint your fight with bis de- 
teſted appearance.“ „Does ſhe seem 
esolute.“ said he, I answered in the 


afſii mative, hoping by this means to 
deter him from continuing his viſits to 
your chamber Tis well, he exclaim- 

73 fl 
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ed—ſhe ſhall have leave to quit the 
castle; her insenſibility has made her 
unworthy of my fondness; a fond- 
ness which 1 now discard.” 

At this moment, Sancho his black 
ſlave entered, and on seeing him he 
angrily commanded me to leave the 
room. I regoiced in thinking you. 
would quit the caſtle, hoping to be a 
companion in your departure, and in tlic 
same convent spend the remainder of 
my days, but the frown be gave me at 
parting made me apprehend it was but 
artifice ;. to be certain of which 1 ole 
through a closet that divided the a- 
partment, and concealing myself be- 
hind the hangings overheard him talk - 
ing to Sancho, but not so diſtinctiy, 
as to overhear the greater part, as he 
spoke very low. I ſtood some minutes, 
and often heard him repeat do you 

underſtand 


158 Mort Castle, 


underſtand me?—at length raising his 
voice - get her by this means into the 
boat —said he—and after you have 
rowed a small diſtance from the ſhore, 
make a good use of this poniard, and 
throw the body into the sea.“ 

* At hearing this I became so agi- 
tated with affright, that fearful of be- 
ing discovered, I fled to an unfre- 
quented part of the caſtle, and there 
burſt into tears; which perhaps saved 
me from a swoon. Growing by de- 
grees more composed, I entreated 
heaven would enable me to protect you 
from the barbarian's ſtab, and felt my- 
self not only ſtrengthened, but hurried 
by a secret impulse to undertake your 
rescue. With this intention J haſten- 
ed to your chamber, having firſt pos- 
seſſed myself of a dagger, I took from 


some others that were faſtened in dif- 
ferent 
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terent poſitions againſt the wall in the 
armoury. This I secreted about me, 
and dreſſing myself in your garments, 
veiled my tace—the better to pass for 
you. Thus prepared, I threw my- 
Self upon a couch, where rendered 
drowsy by my grief, I fell into a flums- * 
ber, and ſtarted from the viſionary 
fantasy that left me on the brink of a 
precipice, juſt as Sancho entered the 
chamber, —He held a lamp in his 
hand, and with cautious ſtep approache 
ed me.“ 
] appeared to Se surprized at his 
- behaviour, and in 2 tauſtering voice, 
aſked what brought lum there? Make 
no noise - replicd lie- bchold this dag- 
ger!—-Hither was J gent to murder one, 
who never did me harm-=sece it bears 
the initials cf .lo;:d Hubert on the 
handle—you always interceded in my 
Pehalf 
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behalf, when my misconduct created 
the old baron's displeasure, and in 
gratitude I will save your life!“ 

«© I was moved with his aſſurances, 
suppoſing him a convert to humanity, 
and caught his hand, which while I 
kiſſed, I entreated heaven would dis— 
arm, ſhould I err in my opinion of 
his mercy.” “ hate my maſter—con- 
tinued he—and will not ſlay with one 
who is so cruel, believe me my heart 
is whiter than my ſkm; I will do the 
good deed it directs me, and help 
yon to make your escape.“ 

*« Thus proſeſſing charitable inten- 
tions, he artfully requeſted me to rely on 
his protection, and he would convey 
me to a boat he had purposely prepar- 
ed for my reception, far from the cas- 
tle, and the baron's knowledge, At 
the bare mention of the boat, I clearly 
| discovered 
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discovered his barbarous deſign, and- 
rose up prepared to accompany him. 
© Go on said I—heaven prosper the 
good you intend me! On then he 
went, I followed in a ſituation beyond 
my power to describe. He spoke not 
by the way, but as he turned to ſhut 
too the caſtle gate, I saw by the light 
the moon afforded, his eyes roll, and 
his countenance otherways diſtorted.” 

«© With trembling ſteps I followed 
to the boat, which was faſtened to a 
cliff of the rock, and as he went before 
to help me in, I drew my dagger, and 
as my heart directed a prayer to omni- 
potence, aſking torgivenessforthedeed, 
I ſtabbed the. black villain to the. 
heart.“ 

Here Amanda could no longer sup- 
press the agitation Blanche's danger 
had occaſioned ; ſhe. threw herself at. 

x. | her. 
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her feet, and caſting her arms around 
her neck, wept tears of joy, for her 
miraculous preservation. 

Compose yourself, dear madam—- 
continued Blanche, raiſing her—it 
was the guidance of Providence 
directed the blow, and made me but 
the inſtrument ot your preservation, 
and its juſtice on the wretch who. 
would have deſtroyed me.— But to 
return to my adventure. The body 
fell luckily into the boat, which, on 
perceiving to be void of motion, I 
exerted the little ſtrength my fears 
had left me, and eſſaved to caſt it into 
the sea; but too weak to accompliſh- 
my intention, I quitted the boat, and 
unlooſing the rope that ſtaid it to the 
ſhore, committed it to the mercy of 
the waves; and, with pleasure, saw it 
drifted. rapidly from land. I then 

on ſtole 
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ole © cautiouſly to my chamber 
and, happy in having saved your life, 
determined the next night to remove 
you hither. This I have fortunately 
accompliſhed; and the gratification it 
will afford my reflection, will doubly 
repay the dangers I have surmounted 
—untainted by remorse for an action, 
heaven in juſtice dictated, and I hope 
will permit me to forget.“ 

© Surely—3aid Maurice no remorse 
can ever wound the bosom where ge- 
neroſity, such as thine, is nurtured. 
Thou protectress of the unfortunate, 
look with impatience on hereafter ' for 
eternal bliss mult be the recompence 
for goodness such as thine.” © I 
beseech you, Maurice —replied Blanche 
— do not over-rate my services; Is the 
bare submiſſion to the dictates of hu- 


manity to be thought a wonder? No! 
= Thiok 
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Think that IJ have but done my duty: 
and that, from dire experience, I have 
been taught how to commiserate the 
sufferings of a fellow creature. Cease 
therefore to repine, dear lady, at a 
deſtiny, that, perhaps, may be soon 
tired with persecuting you. Behold, 
m me, the moſtunfortunate of women ; 
and, if to know that in the abyss of 
affliction you are not alone.—If the 
sympathy of a fellow traveller, in that 
same rugged path, be no alleviation 
of your griets, it will at leaſt teach 
vou notto repine, when you see, in me, 
a being, more wretched than your- 
Self; without hope! without even a 
poſſibility of ever finding a relief. — 
You are the only persons to whom I 
have ever uttered the leaſt symptom 
of a prevailing despondency ; and as 


the relation of the dire occaſion, will 


tend 
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tend to wear away the dismal hours of 
the night: I will embrace the present 
opportunity, and exhort that pity you 
mult beſtow on my paſt sufferings, 
who are, by nature, fraught with ten- 
derness and virtue. We vill mutually 
condole each other, and, perhaps, 
be yet able to extract a gleam of 
comfort from the melancholy employ- 
ment.“ 


Finding, from their attention, they 
expected the relation ſhe proposed, 
the unfortunate Blanc! e refreſned the 
fire, and resumed ber discourse, as 
follows: 


CHAP, 


HAP. VII. 


44 This fatal form, that drew on my-undving, 

„ Faſting, and tears, and hardſhips ſhall deftroy 

% Then when you see me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
& On that cold earth I mean ſhall be my grave; 

- © Perhaps you may relent, and ſighing say, 

- « At length her tears have waſh'd her ſtains away, 

, At length *tis time her puniſhments ſhould cease, 

- « Die then, poor suff ring wretch, and be at peace.” 

; | Rowe, 


—ů——— — 
66 

1 Am the daughter of a poor 
„wood -man, who dwelt in a small vil- 
lage on the ſkirts of the foreſt, ſituat ed 
in the plains of lvri, near Honfleur. 
My father underwent, with pleasure, 
*thoce labours he was used but to direct; 
and my mother regretted not the want 
of th se delicacies to which ſhe had 
once been accuſtomed, eer those mis- 

fortunes, which ſhe endeavoured io se- 
| crete 
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crete from me, had driven them to this 
obscure and scanty fortune. Their 
mutual affection softened the rigour 
of their deſtiny, made every burthen 
light, and, contented with their hard 
fortune, they seemed to covet no great- 
er felicity. 

As soon as I arrived at an age capa- 
ble of liſtening to inſtruction, my 
poor mother, at every opp ortunity, 
was impreſſing on my mind those 
leſſons of reserve, which persons of 
my sex ought always to conduct them- 
selves towards those of the others. 
She convinced me, that virtue and 
discretion might be the portion of all 
conditions; and to enforce a greater 
weight on her precepts, related many 
examples where youth, from obscurity, 
had been raised to greatness, by a 
ſtrict adherence to the rules ſhe laid 


down 


— — — 
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down for my behaviour, and of others 
who, from an exalted birth, had fallen 
into the extreme of misery, by swerv- 
ing from them. 

As I had never experienced a bet- 
ter ſtate, I repined not at the mean- 
ness of ours; and the only sorrow L 
endured, was at the complaints of my 
brother and ſiſter, who, though 
younger than myself, were obliged 
to aſſiſt my father in his profeſſion, 
while I was favoured at home with 


more pleaſing employments. This 


partial diſtinction, as they termed it, 
occaſioned repeated murmers, which 
my father, at times, could not refrain. 
taking part in; and seldom a day pas- 
sed in which my mother had not some 
freſh motive to lament that rude ha- 


bit, which persons are apt to contract 


in. vile. occupations. She frequently. 
said, 
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aid, it appeared to her, that the 
toils of the body had an influence on 
the mind, and rendered it incapable 
of imbibing refinement. As there 
was, however, great respect paid to 
my mother, ſhe ſilenced their reproof, 
and endeavoured to protect me from 
the hatred they harboured againſt me; 
which, in à great measure, leſſened 
the maternal fondness I was daily pro- 
moting for them. 

Thus my fituation was the more 
grievous to me, as my ideas became 
more delicate, from the proper method 
my mother had taken to refine them ; 
and here was my firſt occaſion for 
exerting that patience which had been 
inſtilled into me from my early years. 
But notwithſtanding all the precepts 
which had been given me, and the 
. conſtant advice my ears were perpe- 
A Y tually 
* 
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tually filled with, to submit my cates 
to the Supreme Being, who could alone 
relieve them. I became tired with 
combating the enmity of my brother 
and ſiſter, bewailed the supposed 
great ness of my affliction; and, ad- 
ded to a deſire of seeing the world, 
rejected the consolation which I might 
have derived from submitting to the 
admonitions of a fond parent. 

1 was sent one day to the caſtle, a 
few miles diſtant, with some cream to 
the countess, with whom my mother 
had once refided in quality of a com- 
panion, and who -was then a good 
friend to us.—She always received me 
in person; and a young gentleman 
happening to be with her at that time, 
ſhe presented me to him as her god- 
daughter. He finding something in 
me, as I supposed, agreeing with his 

| | fancy, 
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fancy, . exclaimed—W hat a set of 


features are there What a com- 
plexion - What eyes! O, madam !-— 


continued he—what will not those. 


charms be capable of performing, 
when animated with tender senti— 


ments? He was running on in this 


manner, when the countess interrupted 
him: Il beseech you said ſhe do not 
ſhame the poor wench - conſider that 
vanity is the offspring of flattery and 
with-hold your comments on a maid, 


whose greateſt beauty ſhould conſiſt 


in her mind. Go, Blanche continued 
ſhe— heed not what my nephew 
says, for he is one who talks thus. to 
erery woman he is in company with. 
This completing. my confuſion; I 
made an awkward obedience, and left 


the room. The encomiums which 
this young gentleman had paſſed on. 


1. 2 me, 
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me, made a great impreſſion on mx 
mind. As I was elated beyond measure 
at his praises, I was never from the 
glass when I could view my semblance- 
there unnoticed, and argued with my- 
self, zwhat it was my charms would be 
capable of performing, when animated 
 * evith tender ſentiments? I burnt with 
impatience to know what those senti- 
ments were; and the ſimple manner in 
which I reasoned on the subject, has 

| fince been matter of diverſion to me. 
« The second time I went to the 
caſtle, was with a present of some 
fruit, the produce of our small orchard 
—the young count was at the win- 
dow—aynd on observing me he came 
to the gate himself. Come in, fair 
Blanche—said he—the countess is from. 
home—let me conjure you—wait with. 
me her return; with these words he 
| led 
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led. me into an apartment. Here he 
offered to take the baſket from my 
arm, requeſting me to fit ; but find- 
ing I was reluctant to obey him—he 
aſſured me he was an utter enemy to 
all ceremony, and muſt inſiſt on my 
compliance. In saying this, he gently 
forced me into a chair, and placed 
himself beſide me. 

„My aunt informs me continued 
he—you reſide in the village on the 
ſkirts of the foreſt.— The next time I 
ride that way I will call and eat cream 
with you; I am a great lover of it, 
and ſhall eſteem it doubly delicious, 
when presented by your hand.—I 
made no answer to these words, nor 
indeed was I capable, my spirits were 
so unaccountable disordered ; while 
he, observing my confuſion, proceed- 
ed: From the firſt moment I caſt 


my 
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my eyes upon your person, my heart: 
became entirely devoted to you.—T: 
have neither thought nor dreamt of 
any thing but you. —The anxicty I. 
experience 1n your absence, I find ba- 
niſhed by your company ;—what 
more can prove—T. love you land 
could I but obtain a return to that 
affection, I ſhould deem myself the 
happieſt of mankind. Speak - con- 
tinued he, taking my hand—May L. 
hope to be so bleſt ?—What can 1 
say? — My lord—]I replied, in a voice 
faultering with timidity— this is the 
firſt time I. ever liſtened to such a 
discourse.— I wiſh I knew whether I. 
ought to eſteem your profeſſions pro- 
ductive of my welfare, or resent them 
as the reverse; but the ſimplicity of 
a country life —Gives the greater 

luſtre 
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luſtre to your charms - continued he, 
interrupting me. 

„ Ali this time he held my hand 
between his, and prefled it with a ve- 
hemence that induced me to believe 
his fond aſſurances were not counter- 
feit. Vanity and inclination con- 
Spired to subdue my heart; and to be 
beloved, to such a degree, by a man 
of his quality and personal attractions, 
seemed to me so great an honor, that 
I knew not how to refuse him the 
return of affection he sohcited ;— 
thus the perplexity of my thoughts 
prevented me from speaking, or with- 
drawing my hand, which ſtill he held 
to his bosom. 

* It would be ;mprafticable the 
attempt, to enumerate the fond aſſu- 
rances he gave me of his paſſion ; and 
«concluding, said, he would place me 
on 
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on a level with quality; and if ever 1 
ſhould be disposcd to marry, give me 
a handsome fortune. Fearful, how- 
ever, of his having some motive for 
his generoſity; I replied, I was too 
young and inexperienced to judge 
of his intentions, and requeſted he 
would suffer me to depart, as I muſt 
suppose, from such unaccuſtomed 
Lberality, he expected a recompence 
beyond the limits of discretion. 

«© Notwithſtanding the repulse I 
had given him, I returned home with. 
an anxiety of mind that arose from 
my eſteem for the count :—Several 
days had elapsed without my hearing 
from him; and my inquietudes en- 
creased to such a degree, that I began 
almoſt to repent the harſhness of my 
behaviour.— I thought J might have 
liſtened to him, and my innocence 

| have 
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| have: been unendangered.— Thus, in 
2 ſituation 80 favorable to his withes, 
I continued, until my evil genius 
brought about the completion of de- 
fires, 50 fatal to my repose. 

The count came to our village, 
and, after a little enquiry, was directed 
to our cottage. My father was pleas- 
ed that so great a man had vouchsafed 
to honor his small orchard with his 
presence, and readily entertained him 
with the various methods by which he 
brought such and such a tree to per- 
fection. While my father was thus 
taken up with the count, Gerrard Ra- 
villac, his subtle valet de chambre, 
took the opportunity of talking with 
me: He made use of all his artiſice 
to lure me from my home; and, re- 
lying on his maſter's ſtrict honor, 
accept his pioposals. He magnified 

2 the 
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the count's riches and accompliſh- 
ments, and described the advantages 
attending an amour with a nobleman 


of his rank and uncommon generoſity; 


but my innocence not suffering me to 
hear, with patience, any more on that 
bead, he changed his manner of dis- 


course, and assumed the appearance 


of virtue, to draw me into vice.—lI 


only say —resumed the crafty pur- 


veyor of his maſter's pleasures—that 
a woman might think herself extreme- 
iy happy in being the count's mis- 
tress; but the love he has for you 13 
of a different nature. In fine, young 
madam, said he—it is your own fault 
if you are not his wife! 

At the very mention of the word 
wite! my heart bounded with that joy, 
J found some difficulty to conceal.— 
In the end, by such crafty inſinua- 

tions, 
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tions, he ſtaggered my resolution; and 
love and ambition prevailed —My 


credulity led me to suppose, from the 


valet's assurances, that his maſter har- 


boured no intentions contrary to the. 
punctilios of honor and I consented 
to meet the count the next morning 


carly, at the place appointed. On 
their return home, the vile Ravillac, 
related to his enraptured maſter the 


progress he had made representing 


the impoſũbility of accompliſhing his 


deſigns, unless he veiled them under 


an honorable pretence. 


© Lured by che duplicity of a villain 
to leave. my home, I inhabited the 


Sumptuous abode that was hired for 
my reception, and gladly took poſſes- 
ſion of the clothes and jewels, the 
count had purchased to adorn my 
person. — Dazzled with such splen- 


" 3 dour, 


dour, . I confidered not the sorrow I 
had planted in the bosom of a too in- 
dulgent parent but revelling in pro- 
fuſion looked back to our cottage 
with contempt and loathing.— The 
count viſited me often and my pas- 
fion for him every day encreased 
from his behaviour; and though I 
had no promises from him of being 
made his wife, Ravillac had so fully 
prevailed on me, to depend entirely 
on the count's honor, that J ſilenced 
my anxiety in that pleaſing expectancy 
—and, relying on his generoſity, be- 
came a victim to his abuse. 

& Here let the credulous fair, from 
my example, view the fatal conse- 
quences attendant on vanity and in- 
gratitude —and learn how to eſtimate 
parental fondness. Had I reflected, 
for a moment, on the baseness of 

S mankind 
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mankind— the inequality of our con- 
ditions would have ſtrengthened my 
discernment, apprised me of my dan- 
ger, and enabled me to ſhun the 
snare that has decoyed me.— Thus 1 
had lived in innocence and virtue, 
enjoyed the meal my induſtry had 
provided, and, with a comfart- giving 
reflection, looked on the mandate of 
ume with indifference — But, alas !—- 
reflection came too late! 

Every day I expected the com- 
pletion of the promises made me by 
Ravillac ; and, while this hope re- 
mained, was in some measure happy; 
but time convinced me of my error 
and soon I awoke to real. miser y. 
Racked with suspense, I mentioned 
to St. Clare the promises made me by 
his valet, in his name; and aſſured 
him I expected, with impatience, 

that 
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| 
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that recompence— for the faith I had 
placed 'on his honor; He appeared 
much surprized at my requeſt ; and 
told me he had never commiſſioned 
his servant to make anv such over- 
tures, He said, indeed, he meant to 
make me a handsome present, on 
condition of my Keeping the affair a 
secret, but for matrimony, it was a 
gerihus engagement, which he, at pre- 
sent, had no thoughts of entering 
into. 

6 This drove ms to despair.—1 
raved—tore my hair was ready to 
lay violent hands on myself — while 
he sat observing me with an indif- 
ference, bordering on brutality.— His 
fond ness was sated, and he deſired no- 
thing, but to rid himself of one that was 
$9 likely to be a trouble to him. I told 
him, with disdain, that J despised his 

+ Hips money 
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money — and that I had yielded to his 
1mportunity from the aſſurances given 
me by a perscn whom I knew was 
well acquainted with his moſt secret 
thoughts and vowed to proclaim the 
injuſtice he had done me to the world, 
which muſt censure his barbarity to 
a poor deluded girl, whom be had 
thus treacherouſly betrayed—and after 
crueily abandoned to wretchedness 
and despair — This, inſtead of mov- 
ing, incensed the count—u ho left the 
room hal y, without even bidding 
me farewe}!—with an intention to see 

me no more. | 
Before he departed, he consulted 
with Raviilac, on che means to pre- 
vent my desperation from being in- 
jurious to his character, or his mar- 
Tiage with the young couness whom 
the vulain was prepailng to espœuse. 
Ihe 
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The barbarian having already con- 
certed his treacherous plan, requeſted 
his maſter to take no further care 
about it— as he would undertake to 
dispose of me, so as to prevent my 
being of any further trouble to him. 
No sooner had Ravillac found 
his maſter had left me, then he came 
to my chamber, where the agonies he 
found me in, were beyond my capacity 


— —— — 


to describe. I was bewailing my 
- misfortunes, in terms that would have 
melted any breaſt, where humanity 
was not a ftranger :—At fight of him, 
my lamentations were mingled with 
reproaches for his perſidy, to which 
he liſtened with a composed counte- 
nance; and when ] had tired myself 
with exclamations againit him: — He 
said, he had not interrupted me, be- 
cause the going too haſtily from one 
cxtłleme 


1 
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extreme of paſſion to another, might 
be prejudicial to your health: But now 
find you—added he—1n a fitter con- 
dition to receive the news I bear you 
permit me to wiſh- you joy.— 
What? —said I, angrily—have you 
the presumption to insult my ſituation. 
I conjure you, madam— continued 
| he—harbour not so ill an opinion of 
my services—l have no such intention. 
Il could derive little entertainment 
from jeſting with the feelings of the 
miserable. The count, my maſter, 
has made the tryal he intended. Had 
you accepted the present he tendered 
you, he would have conceived your 
regard for him a mercenary one; and 
deserted you as unworthy of his affec- 
tion ;—but your behaviour has con- 
vinced him of the contrary ; and juſtice, 
honor, and gratitude, are the advo- 
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cates that have induced him to make 
you the Countess of St. Clare. If—l 
replied what you tell be no lure to 
ensnare my .credulity—I ſhall have 
cause to repent my suspecting your 
veracity; and you beſt know whether 
it will be N in uy * to make 
reparation.“ 

He made no other answer to these 
words, then a low bow; then pro- 
ceeded to inform me, how the count 
had commanded him to prepare every 
thing neceſſary for our nuptials, againſt 
his return from the journey, an affair 
of consequence had obliged him $0 
suddenly to go upon. Thus, for ten 
days, 1 was indulged in an ideal hap- 
piness: At the expiration of that 
time, Ravillac presented me with a 
letter, which, he said, he had juſt re- 
ceived from the count, enclosed in 

| one 
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one to himself. — ] haſtily opened it, 
and found it contained, as near as I 
can remember, these words: 


My commiſſion in the army 
© has obliged me to attend an embas- 
sy to Spain, and I find L ſhall be 
© detained. there much longer than I 
© expected, —I. am unhappy until I 
© do juſtice to your virtue; and, as it 
©1s also indispenſibly neceſſary our 
nuptials ſhould be consumated pri 
© vately,.I think the opportunity too 
favorable to reſiſt so requeſt you 
© will prepare to follow me, accom- 
* panied by the faithful Ravillac, who 
* has my orders to render the voyage 
* as little fatiguing to you as poſſible. 
Adieu, chou much deserving fair. 
* I conclude; invoking the winds to 
* waft you in safety to the arms of 
your own, ST, CAR.“ 
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_ It muſt be confeſſed such a letter 
joined to what Ravillac had told me; 
the homage he had paid me ſince the 
count's departure, and the rich clothes 
he daily purchased for me were 
enough to deceive one with a greater 
penetration. Elated wit the pleaſing 
prospect before me, I made not the 
leaſt heſitation ; and when all things 
were in readiness for our departure— 
I left Honfleur with a cheerfolness 
befitting my supposed condition. 
We travelled, in a handsome manner, 
to the port where I was to embark ; 
and a veſſel being ready, we imme- 
diately went on board. 
I was scarce seated in the cabin 
allotted for me, before Ravillac, coun- 
terfeitng the utmoſt vexation, in- 
formed me he had leſt some valuables 
behind him at the inn, that were of 
e "Ye 
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the utmoſt consequence to his maſter, 
and was undone. unless the captain 
would put off the boat, to enable him 
to regain them. With this aſſurance 
he left my cabin; and soon after, on 
my enquiring for him, I was told he 
was gone on ſhor ee... 
As Thad not the leaſt suspigion of 
the cruel plot he had concerted, I 
felt no uneasiness for his absenee— 
till night coming on, and no Ravillac 
returning began to fear he was de- 
.tained by some cross accident, which 
might retard my voyage. — l, however; 
Glenced, my impatience on my pillow, 
and dreamt not of the wretchedness 
that awaited, me ;—but what was my 
ſituation in the  morning—when. J 
found, by the motion of the veſſel, it 
was under sail? —I called for the cap- 
tain and demanded the reason of his 
es not 
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not waiting for Ravillac's return? 


Because, said the inhuman fellow—I 


had not a mind to wait until dooms- 
day !— Such a reply with looks so 
different from those I had been re- 
ceived with, on my coming on board, 
had reason to alarm me. I went on 
the deck, and complained of this 
usage to one and to another—who 
either sneered as in deriſion, or liſted 
up their ſhoulders, to say —it was no 


concern of theirs. But none vouch- 


safed to make me any answer; until 
the mate, a Britiſh seaman, more hu- 
mane than the reſt, said to me— I 
find, madam, you are insenſible of 
your condition.— Vou, perhaps, ex- 
pected the gentleman who brought 
you hither would have returned but 
you are deceived, he never intended 
it ;—he. contracted only for your pas- 
n | sage. 
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sage. Horror and amazement then 
took poſſeſſion of my soul, I found I was 
betrayed, and wanting to know the 
particulars; I aſked him many queſtions 

which he had not in:his power to an- 
swer; all he could inform me was, 
that Ravillac had agreed with the cap- 
tain to convey me to the Indies whither 
the ſhip was then bound, and to leave 
me there without paying any regard 
to my diſtress or entreaties.“ 

With exclamations bordering on 
phrensy, I bewailed the - bitterness of 
my woe, until rage and. grief ſtopping 

the paſſage of my words, deprived 
me of my senses, and I fell motion- 
ess at the feet of those who ſtood gap- 
ing at my despair. At length I re- 
covered juſt as they were about to re- 
move me to my cabin, when desperate 
with my accumulated griefs, 1 broke 
from 
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from the merciless wretches that held 
me, and invoking curses on my se- 
ducer, threw myself over the fide of 
the. veſſel, and bad found in the waves 
a release from my sufferings, but for 
the humanity of the mate, who leaped 
after me and held my head above the 
water until a boat, which I afterwards 
learnt was put out to receive us; brought 
back to a life that was become a bur- 
then to me; I upbraided the Britiſh tar 
who had preserved my life at the ha- 
zard of his own, . and persiſted in re- 
fuſing to take any nouriſhment, until 
Submitting to the entreaties of a man 
to whom I was so much beholden; I 
briefly related my sad ſtory, ex poſtu- 
lated on the diſtress my absence would 
occaſion my poor parents; my ingra- 
titude to whom I supposed had 
brought this puniſhment upon me, and 
01. | 80 
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zo won upon his humanity, that he un- 
dertook to return with me to France, 
provided I could summon a resolution 
to withſtand the severity of the wea- 
ther in an open boat, and rely on his 
protection. I threw myself at his feet, 
and tearing the miniature of the false 
St. Clare from my bosom, surrounded 
with diamonds, entreated him to ac- 
cept it, more to relieve the pangs the 
ſight of it occaſioned me, than a re- 
compence for his humane proposal. 
At night unknown to any one, except 
the centinel, whom he had bribed to 
aſſiſt us, he helped me 1ntoa boat lying 
along- ſide, and returning with some 
neceſſaries to hold out the weather, we 
put off, and the wind being favourable, 
we sailed with such rapidity, that in 
eighteen hours I was landed at the 

Bb port 
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port, I had two days before exaberked 
from.“ 

45 1 ſnewn into an inn by my 
faithful companion; I conjured him to 
leave me, having firſt, while embracing, 
him, dropt into his pocket a purse 
containing caſh to some amount—He 
left me with a reluctance, overcome 
by his deſire of obliging me; saying 
that it the wiſhes of a poor seaman 
were worth the attention of omnipo- 
tence, I ſhould soon find my ſituation 
the better for the prayers be ſhould 
put up in my behalf: so sealing his 
ſincerity with the salt tear he left upon 
my cheek, he broke from my pre- 
sence. The next morning Thired a 
convenience, and in two days was set 
down within. a. mile of my father's 
cottage. I loitered about the foreſt 
until dark, when hiding my face in 
my 
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my cloak, I knocked at the door, in an 
agony that indicated the upbraidings I 
expected to receive, and which I in 
great measure merited. — My ſiſter 
opened the door, and I found it difficult 
to overcome my deſire to hug her 
to my bosom. I enquired for her mo- 
ther- my mother —ſhe exclaimed— 
is no more.” Dead I-said I, hold- 
ing by the latch to prevent my fall- 
ing—where is your lather?” „Alas! 
fhe rephed—you muſt be a firanger to 
aſk such queſtions.—I atlurcd her I 
was, and {till altering my voice, con- 
jured her to let me enter the cottage. 
Being seated under the roof where [ 
had drawn the breath of 1nnocence, 
I could not refrain from weeping ; J 
however checked my grict as much as 
poſſible, and proceeded to enquire the 


particulars of her mother's death.” 
Bb 2 « Why 
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Why madam - proceeded my 
ſiſter my father was a woodman by 
trade, and as he was a few months ago 
sawing through an oak tree in the 
foreſt it fell unexpectedly in a wrong 
direction, and lighting on my poor 
father, killed him on the spot: This 
was sad news for my mother, who was 
already laid up with grief for a ſiſter 
of mine, who had ran away from us, 
and has taken to a course of life that 
disgraces even her poor parentage. 
So what with her sorrows for the death 
of my father, and the undutifulness of 
her favourite child, ſhe went to the 
grave with a broken heart.” 

* Here the agony of remorse getting 
the better of my efforts to suppress it, 
I fell at her feet in a swoon, and on her 
endeavouring to recover me, ſhe drew 
the veil from my face and with a ſhriek 

f that 
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that denoted her recollection of my 
features, exclaimed - Good Heaven! 
my wretched filter l after some dif- 
ficulty ſhe recovered me, and with a 
countenance, actuated by pity and re- 
Sentment, in filence ood observing me, 
while the tears of contrition flowed 
like a torrent down my cheek. I drop- 
ed on my knees, and conjured her to 
take to her bosom and forgiveness her 
guilty, but repentant filter. She em- 
braced me with a coldness that rent 
my heart, say ing ſhe was very sorry 
my conduct had given her cause to 
cel a reluctance in gratifying my re- 
queſt, You broke your poor mother's 
hcart—continued ſhe ho, ungrateful 
as you have been to us, bleſſed you 
with her parting breaih.—-But I will 
not upbraid you, your reflection mult 
be a sufficient puniſhment, God will 
L hope 
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I hope forgive you. —My diſtress was 


beyond my power to describe, I con- 
jured her to cease her juſt reproaches ; 
my trouble was already too great [ 
said to bear, and death I hoped would 
soon relieve her of my unwelcome 
company, and me of a liſe that was 
become as hateful as the guilt that had 
imbittered it. Certain it is, had not 
providence decreed my sufferings 
ſhould notterminateat this afli ting cri- 
ſis, my heart muſt, by breaking, have re- 
lieved me on the spot from the wretch- 
edness that is my portion for this life. 
But as the recollection of the diſtress- 
ing scene, adds an additional horror to 
my reflection I ſhall draw a veil over 
the more pathetic paſſages.” 

6 To conclude, though my ſiſt er 
had humanity suſſicient to ſhare her 
living with me, my brother would by 

no 
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no means consent to my reſiding there; 
he said I had been the ruin and dis- 
grace of my family, and inſiſted on 
my inſtantly quitting the cottage, and 
never to let him see my face again. 1 
obeyed without a reply, and as I turn- 
ed round to take a parting look at the 
fond ivy that cluſtered round the 
house, 1 saw my ſiſter's hand ſtretch- 
ed towards me, with a leathera purse 
in it; I suppose the little all that con- 
ſtituted her wealth; seeing ſhe had 
turned her face away to hide her grief, 
1 caught her hand eagerly, which as I: 
bathed with my tears, I tore a lock 
of hair from my head, and tied it on 
her arm, saying as I ran from her, 
preserve that in memory of one, you'll 

sce no more.“ 
She called aſter me to ſlay and ac- - 
cept her present, but hurried by the 
insenſibility 
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insenſibility my sorrow had occaſioned, 
I heeded not her cries, but fled with 
precipitation until I found myself 
ſhrowded by the trees from her fight 
or hearing — My behaviour, I dare say 
gives her many a pang, when ſhe be- 
itows a thought on what has become 
of me, and my brother I suppose has 
ere this repented his severity, but this 
Jam only left to guess, as I have not 
ſince, and, * likely, never ſhall see 
them again.“ | 
„ sat down at the foot of a tree to 
reflect on what course to take; I had 
now no parent to protect me, nor a - 
place to put my head in. Some loose 
gold in my pocket was all that I pos- 
seſſed; for the property that was pur- 
chased by my diſhonour I had left 
uvnregarded in the ſhip I had escaped 
from. Thus I found myself on the 

brink 
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brink of diſtress, and exposed to the 
abuses of an unpitying world, without 
one friend whose timely council might 
prevent the afflicting criſis that awaited 
my ſituation. Who had I to blame for 
all this? my own credulity, or the vil- 
lain that had betrayed me? Here in 
despair I ſhould have certainly put a 
period to my miserable exiſtence, had 
not a thought on St, Clare loosened the 
ſtring I had extended for that pur- 
pose, — He yet lives —I exclaimed, the 
traitor, who like a deſtructive blight, 
deftroyed a blooming flower, untaint- 
ed with a thorn, Hurried by my re- 
sentment, I'determined ere I left the 
world to do an act of juſtice, and be 
myself the executioner, Had I had 
reason sufficient to reflect on the dread- 
ful buſiness I had undertook, I might 
have left him to heaven, and my soul 

Sc been 
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been now unburthened with remorse, 
but surrounded with the variety of 
wretchedness, I had not time to think.“ 

* got undiscovered into the house, 
he had returned to the day after my 
departure, by a seeret door I had been 
apprized off from the garden; at the 
dead of night I ſtole, ſtil] unobserved 
to his chamber, and found him ſleep- 
ing, when my rage became so violent, 
I seized the remorseless dreamer by 
the throat, and as my arm directed a 
poniard to his breaſt, exclaimed—de- 
teſted villain, receive the effects of the 
madness you have occaſioned ! Satis- 
fied with having accompliſhed my de- 
ſigns upon the maſter, I went from 
thence to the chamber of the valet, 
and smearing his face and hands with 
the blood from the. dagger left it up- 
on his pillow, Pleased with my re- 
| venge 
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venge, I got safely out of the house, 
and walking all night found myself in 
the morning a good diſtance front 
thence, A caravan soon after paſſing 
me on the road J got into it without 
knowing whither. it was going, and 
was set down at a small diſtance from 
that very port, where I had been convey- 
ed on ſhip- board by the vile Ravillac. 


This suggeſted a prospect of my es- 


cape, and I embarked in a packet 
bound for England; but having time, 
when on board to reflect on what I had 
done, my grief became so poignant 
I was fearful it would rouse the suspi- 
cion of my fellow paſſengers, so beg- 
ged to be put a- ſhore, on the Engliſh 
coaſt which we were so rapidly ap- 

proaching.“ 
c The captain very humanely com- 
plied with my requeſt, and I was land- 
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ed here. The old baron met me by 
accident on the beach, and welcomed 
me to this caſtle to take refreſhment; 
he was solicitous to learn my ſituation, 
but to proffer me his friendſhip ; I in- 
formed him I was a diſtreſſed orphan, 
whom an unaccountable caprice of for- 
tune had driven from my country, 
in search of some convent, wherein I 
meant to devote the remainder of my 
days. His importunities to lure me 
from my intention overcame it, he en- 
gaged me as your companion, and here 
I have ſince remained, burthened with 
a secret grief no power on earth can 
ever soften.“ 

e Amidſt all my despair, religion and 
reſtraining grace has prevented me 
from any extravagance, I have been 80 
fortunate as to protect you, with care, 
for ever from the reach of the barbari- 


an 
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an who had determined your deſtruc- 
tion; for myself, I have renewed my 
vow of becoming a recluse, and I truſt 
the same divine inspiration which in- 
duced me to make it, will support me 
againſt every thing that has a tendency 
to wean me again, from that pious re- 
solution. This madam is my ſtory, 
and you will not wonder at the sacri- 
fice I have made to serve you, when 
you reflect it was to procure me, in 
some measure, forgiveness from that 


Almighty I have too largely offend- 
ed.“ 
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CHAP. VIII. 


tec Remembrance wakes with all her busy train, 

< Swells at my breaſt, and turns the past to pain; 
« And many a year elaps'd, return to view 

© Where once the cottage ſtood; 
But whence that pang? does nature now rebel? 
« Why faulters out my tongue the word farewell? 


e Ye friends! who long have witness'd to my toi!, 


« And seen me-ploughing in a thankless soil; 

«Tis you to whom my soul divided hies 

„With fond. regret, and half unwilling flies; 

« Sighs forth its parting wiſhes to the wind, 

« And lingering leaves its better half behind, 
GoLDSMITH, 
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Here Ad the unfortunate Blan- 


che conclude; and the tears which ſhe 


had, during the recital, with so much 
difficulty reſtrained, now burſt forth 


in such abundance that Launcelot as 


well as the humane Maurice, could 


not forbear sympathizing in her grief. 


Amanda 
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Amanda, felt an anguiſh little inferior 
to what ſhe had experienced in the 
moſt melancholy turns of her own for- 
tune. She had lent an attentive ear to 
every circumftance of this disaſtrous 
ſtory ; and no sooner heard it conclud- - 
ed, than with an aspe& of generous - 
and cordial compaſſion, not even un- 

- attended with tears, ſhe condoled the 
lamentable fate of her unfortunate pre- | 
server; deplored the untimely death 
of her parents, and expreſſed herself 
concerned in the intereſt of the wretch- 
ed Blanche with such warmth of sym- - 
pathy, as -drew a flood from her eyes; 
while ſhe wrung the hand of Aman- 
da in a transport of gratitude, 

As soon as these demonſtrations of 
grief were a little abated; Amanda, 
enquired of her, if the convent ſhe had 
made choice of was far diſtant from 

the 
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the caſtle. At Barnſtaple—replicd * 
. Blanche—which is about twenty-nine 
miles from this spot, there is a Priory; 
that was founded by Johellus, the son 
of Allured, in the reign of William 
the Conqueror, and dedicated to St. 
Peter, St. Paul, and St. Mary Magda- 
len. It belongs to the abbey of St. 
Martin de Campis at Paris, and has 
lately been made denizen. It is thither ! 
mean to retire for ever from this world, 
and in penitence and prayer seck to 
meditate the puniſhments of the fu- 
ture.” | | 
% Vain, indeed—said Maurice— 
are our hopes for laſting happiness in 
this life. View the dire change in our 
divided family. A few months are 
only paſt, when charity was porter to 
the gate—content furniſhed the splen- 
did fide-board, and happiness was the 
| sole 
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sole dictator of our enjoyments. But, 


now, alas! imploring famine is spurn- 
ed indignantly from the door; discord 
has unſtrung the lyre of harmony, and 
haggard guilt reigns in the tyrant's bo- 
som, engendering misery. In effect 


does not experience prove to you, 


that in the moment when fortune dis- 
plays her smiling profile, ſhe is about 
to abandon you for others, who, in 


their turn, experience all her incon- 
ſtancy, and chat often when ſhe is 
sporting in the parlour, her reverse, 
in sable garments, is waiting her fleet- 
ing mandate at the door !” 


Here a ſilence of several minutes 


ensued; when they were suddenly 
awakened from their reverie, by a dis- 


mal groan, that seemed to iſſue from a 
room adjoining.— They sat like ſtatues, 
petrified with fear, yet liſtening, with 

D d trembling 
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trembling expectation; a second groan 


encreased their conſternation, which 
was soon after completed by a third.— 
As Amanda sunk with Blanche upon 
the floor, Maurice rose from his seat, 
with a look expreſſing resolution and 
intrepidity.—“ J am called said he, 
taking the light they had brought with 
them, and addreſſng himself to Laun- 
celot follow me !—these groans mull 
proceed from the closet we are in 
sea ch of, and doubtless was meant to 
direct us thither,” | 

Launcelot croſſed himself, then re- 


peating his paternoſter, crept behind 


his companion. — A winding paſſage to 
the leſt led them to a door that was 
faſtened with the key towards them, 


which Maurice eſſayed to turn. —Be- 


ing ruſted in the lock it baffled his en- 


deavours, but setting the lamp upon 
the 
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the ground, and exerting all his 
ſtrength, he opened the door; at that 
inſtant a guſt of wind put out the light, 
and left them in utter daikness,—Un- 
til this moment, no fear had dauntcd 
the heart of the courageous Maurice, 
but juſt chen, all the concurrent cir- 
cumſtances of his ſituation ſtruck upon 
us heart, and occaſioned a disagree- 
Able sensation; which was greatly aug- 
mented by the timid Launcelot, who 
almoſt fainting with affright, reproach- 
ed himself for his presumption. Mau- 
rice soon recollecting himself, exclaim- 
ed, © We have not wilfully offended 
God, and why ſhould we doubt his 
protection.” —In saying this he lifted 
up his companion, and taking his 
hand, went before, endeavouring to 
feel his way back. The lamp that was 
lett burning with Amanda, helped to 
Dd 2 direct 
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direct them to the door; but how was 
their aſtoniſhment encreased, when on 
entering, they found her, with her at- 
tendant fled from the apartment, and 
gone they knew not whither, 

At a circumſtance so extraordinary, 
they ſtood some moments gazing at 
each other with amazement; when 
Maurice, turning round, perceived a 
Vacancy in the wall, that led to a 
flight of ſteps.— I don't recollect hav- 
ing seen these ſtairs beſore said he 
it is probable they may lead to some 
of the rooms in the caſtle: Let us 
ascend them—replicd Launcelot — 
ſhould you be miſtaken, we can but 
return again; and I sec no greater 
danger in the attempt than may await 
us where we are. Being very ſteep, 
they gained the top with some diffi- 


.culty; bere, however, they reſted. ; 


and 
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and after proceeded along an arrow 
paſſage that fronted them. — Going 
forward, Maurice ſtruck his foot againſt 
something lying upon the ground, 
which proved to be a pontard—whose 
blade was cruſted with blood, which 
he miſtaking for the ſheath—(not 
having leisure to examine it)—secreted 
about him. The paſlage brought 
them to a sort of door that ended it, 
which, for some time, they endeavour- 
ed in vain to open; feeling about 
however, for the faſtening— they, by 
accident, touched the spring and 
the pannel ſliding back, uſhered them 
into the late baron's chamber. Here 
their aſtoniſhmentwas greatly encreased 
on perceiving the two ladies lying up- 
on the bed, who immediately got up 
and came towards them. 

For 


For heaven's sake, madam said 
Maurice - why did you leave the 


room below? — Your absence has 
greatly encreased the alarm our night's 
adventure has occaſioned. You ſhall 


hear—replied Amanda—I' fear there 


has been some dreadful doings there! 


For no sooner had you left us, ac- 


companied by Launcelot, than a piece 


of tapeſtry, thar had artfully concealed 


a paſſage in the wall, fell with a ruſt- 
ling noise; and, on our turning round 


to see from whence it proceeded, a 
faint blue light appeared upon the 
ftairs. —Roused to the keeneſt sense 
of surprize and attention—reason at 


firſt ſhrunk back from the thronging 


ideas of my fancy, which represented 


this awful fight as the prelude to 
something ſtrange and supernatural.— 


When suddenly, by a kind of inspira- 
tion, 
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tion, I felt myself not only diveſted 
of my fears, but directed to follow it 
—without being able either to account 
for my resolution, or feeling reluctant 
in obeying the terrific mandate. 
The azure luminary went before us 
to this chamber, Whither we were no 
sooner entered than the par nel closed, 
and left us in the dark. | 
Feeling abom the chamber we 
came to this bed, whereon we laid 
ourselves —entreating heaven would, 
by directing you the way we had 
taken, send you to our aſſiſtance.— 
But tell me continued ſhe— What 
did you discover on leaving us? — 
Our search, madam—replied Maurice 
—was interrupted by the loss of our 
light, which obliged us to return as 
we went. In the midſt of our sur- 
prize at finding you not in the place 
where 
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where we had left you, we were in- 
duced, by our curioſity, to see where 
the ſtairs would lead to—which has 
been well repaid on arriving here 
and having discovered this secret pas- 
sage to the subterraneous apartments 
beneath. Going towards the window, 
he opened one of the ſhutters :—Day- 
light has juſt began to dawn—xaid 
Amanda What is to be done ?—How 
ſhall I now conceal myselt from the 
tyrant's power? Here -replied Mau- 
rice you certainly cannot remain in 
safety.— This day, be sure on't, Hu- 
bert will cause ſtrict search to be 
made after Sancho, whose absence 
muſt, before this, «have occaſioned 
his suspicion, respecting the execu- 
tion of the plot he had concerted to 
deſtroy you; and ſhould he, by any 
accident; . discover your retreat—not 

only 
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dnly yourself, but those who have 
been inſtrumental to your preserva- 
tion will have cause to repent it.— 
Let me therefore conjure you to be- 
nefit by the present opportunity, and 
inſtantly fly from the caſtle. You 
have said it is your intention to ac- 
company Blanche to the priory at 
Barnſtaple ;—there you may iemain in 
Security, until the vengeance of of- 
fended heaven has overtaken the guil- 
ty wretch whom you live to fear, and. 
given you permiflion to return, I 
have the caſtle keys in my poſleſion, 
and can not only give you your liber- 
ty, but mount you on two horses 
conduct you myself thither, upon 
another; and, perhaps, be able to 
return with them to the caſtle, before 
the tyrant bas risen from his bed. — 
.Haſten, therefore, inſtantly to your 

r e chamber 
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chamber there make a bundle of a 
few neceſſaries; and the eaſt ſtaircase 
will lead -you-to the court yard, where 
| You ſhall find me ready expecting 
you. 

With these words, without waiting, 
Amanda's reply—(whom he he saw 
preparing to acknowledge her obliga- 
tions for his counsel) Maurice leſt 
the chamber, bidding Launcelot fol- 
low, and help to prepare him for his 
journey. — Accompanied by her at- 
tendant, Amanda crept softly to her 
own room then proceeding, with the 
same caution, through a long gallery, 
descended the ſtaircase in profound 
ſilence, fearing almoſt to breathe leſt 
they ſhould be over-heard; from 
whence they joined Maurice at the 
gate; and as the tear ſtole down 


Amanda's cheek —at the recollection 
, | of 
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of the happiness ſhe had experienced 
within those walls, ſne was now un- 


deservedly driven from; ſhe took 
leave of good old Launcelot—who, 


recommending her to the protection 


of heaven, ſtood waving his hand at 
the gate, until their willing ſteeds had 
hurried them beyond the limits of his 
ſight. oh 

In about five hours they arrived at 
Barnſtaple Priory, being dire&ed 
thither by a poor peasent, whom they 


had met upon the road; at the gate 


of which Maurice embraced the fair 
fugitives, bowed his head in filence, 
and turning away to hide the manly 
tear gliſtening in his eye, rode off, be- 
fore Amanda could have time to ex- 


press her thanks for his aſſiſtance.— 


On entering the convent ſhe was pre- 


sented to the lady abbess, of whom 
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ſhe entreated a sanctuary for herself 
and companion, from a world wherein 


they had been persecuted with cala- 


mity—and now. meant for ever to 
avoid. 

They were received with all imagin- 
able kindness — it being their inten- 
tion to take the veil as soon as the 
year of probation had expired. The 
melancholy air with which they con- 
ducted themselves gained them the 
1espett. of the holy ſiſterbood - which 
was not leſlened by the handsome 
present that Amanda had made the 
lady abbess on their arrival. At 


preakfaſt they were seated at the table 


with eleven nuns —- Who, with a calm 
and tranquil air, congratulated them 
on their pious intentions, which could 
not fail procuring them the grace.of 
heaven. The meal being over, ma- 

dam, 
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dam, the superior, rung the bell as a 
ſignal for thanksgiving; after which 
they were ſhewn into the chamber that 

was deſigned for them. 
The sun had now rose above the 
horizon, and spread his luminous 
beams within their cell: — Happy as 
they felt themselves, in having ob- 
tained the summit of their wiſhes 
they could not refrain caſting a me- 
lancholy look towards the objects that 
surrounded it. On one ſide ſtood a 
large wooden crucifix, at whose foot 
there lay a ſkull curiouſly carved.— 
Oppoſite the bed was painted the tre- 
mendous judgment seat, where all the 
unnumbered millions, that ever were, 
or are to be, muſt appear to receive 
their irrevocable doom. On the other. 
ſide was a representation of the infernal 
regions ; here all the torments of the 
damned 


— 
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damned were decyphered in so ſtrong 
a manncr, Hat it ſtruck them with the 
utmoſt awe. — Alas said Amanda 
—how miserable is humankind, to 
have, by nature, a propenſity to ac- 
tions which muſt, without an infinity 
of mercy, bring them, sooner or 


later, to so sad a' place ! This reflec- 


tion brought them upon their knees, 
and they prayed, with the utmoſt fer- 
vency, to the Divine Being to model 
their mind according to the dictates 
of virtue and calm, with serenity, 


the pertubations that muſt arise from 


care. 

A morning or two after, as Amanda 
was amuſing herself in the garden 
alone; having left Blanche at her de- 
votions in her cell; the ſiſter, who at- 
tended the gate, told her there was a 


gentleman at the grate who called him- 
| self 
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self Maurice, that begged permiſſion 


to speak with her on bufiness of im- 
portance.— Amanda, though much 


alarmed at his tcturn, requeited he 
might be ſhewn into the waiting room, 
whither ſhe went inſtantly to meet 


him. As ſhe entered, the countenance 


of Maurice scemed to brighten, with 
a secret joy, as he advanced towards 
her. © 1 am come, madam—said he 
—the harbinger of comfort, and bring 
with me tidings that ſhall make amends 
for all your sorrows paſt, But, firſt, 
let me con jure you to fortify your feel- 
ings for a severe trial,” Amanda sat 
in ſilence, liſtening to the faithful 

ſteward, who continued thus: 
After I left you at the gate of this 
cloiſter—proceeded he- rode along 
pondering on the unequal diſtribution 
of the favors of fortune, who had 
Sentenced 


224 Mort Castle, 


sentenced you to a life of secluſion, 
while some that were scarcely in pos- 
seſſion of the twentieth part of your 
deservings, revelled in all che exceſſes 


of ease and plenty. While I was 
wrapped in these reveries, the horses 
trotted on, and had entered a small 


wood, ſituated between Barnſtaple and 
North Tawton, Here 1 was alarmed 
at the claſhing of swords—and4 


directing my eyes to the spot—I 
observed a ſtranger in a Turkiſh 
habit, ſtanding with his back againſt 
a tree, bravely defending himself 
againſt two men who were endeavour- 


ing to murder him. Perceiving their 
deſign, I, without heſitation, gallopped 


towards them, drawing the poniard 
from my bosom, which I had taken 
up in my paſlage from the vaulted 
apartments, and had full kept, for- 

tunately 
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ttinately about me. My appearance 
intimidated the villains, who, without 
waiting for my arrival, seeing me thus 
prepared to meet them, fled imme- 
chately towards the thickeſt part of 
the wood, and vaniſhed from my 
fake. 

On this I inſtantly dismounted, and 
enquired of the ſtranger—whether 1 
had arrived soon enough to save him. 
In the moment he was about to re- 
ply—he, to my aſtoniſhment, ſtopt 
ſhort to gaze on me—then gave a 
loud cry—and dropt motionless at my 
fcet. I feared, at firſt, his fainting 
was occaſioned by some wound he had 
received; but was agrecably surprised 
to find, from examination, that he had 
successfully guarded himself againſt 
the blows of the aſſaſſins. Soon he 
recovered— When—Oh, heaven ! — 
r f How 


How ſhall I express the ecſtacy that 
glowed within my breaſt—when, in 
the ſtranger, I beheld the individual 
features of the long loſt Albert?“ 
« This unexpected ſhock was too 
powerful for feminine feelings to with- 
ſtand. A cold perspiration inſtantly 
bedewed the forehead of Amanda— 
Her knees began to totter, and ſhe fell 
fainting in the arms of Maurice, 
who, by his cries, brought the lady 
abbess, with some of the ſiſterhood, 
to his aſſiſtance. She revived by de- 
grees— and, with uplifted hands, wor- 
ſhiped the power that had pre- ordained 
this bleſt event. Here the ladies 
finding their attendance no longer ne- 
ceſlary, inſtantly withdrew ; leaving 
Maurice to continue the relation of 
his adventure, as follows: 

My 
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« My feelings, at this happy en- 
counter proceeded he—are not to be 
described. — The fond parent, whose 


affection ſhoots even to a sense of 


pain, feels no greater transport, when 
he unexpectedly relieves a darling 


child from the engulphing billows, or 


devouring flame. My curioſity, how- 
ever, helping to allay my transports, 
I-intreated he would relate the occaſion - 


of his sudden departure from the cas- 


tle.— Deſirous as Iam— said he to 
hear tidings of my father, and the fair 


Amanda; yet I will not heſitate in 


submitting to the deſires of a man, to 


whom IJ am indebted for my preser- 

vation.” In saying this, we seated our- 

selves under the ſhelter of a reverend 
- oak; and he, in a few words, submit- 

ted to my requeſt in the following man» 
ner: 


f 2% 4 The 
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«© The evening proceeded Albert, 
prior to that happy morn that was te 
have consummated my felicity, in bleſſ- 
ing me with the hand of the accom- 
pliſhed Amanda—lI received a mes- 
Sage from my brother, requeſting I 
would go to him immediately on 
buſiness of importance. Little sus- 
recting the snare that he had laid for 
me, I went alone to the beach be- 
hind the caſtle, where J had been told 
he was then expecting me. — I 
had not gone two hundred yards from 
the caſtle, before I found myself sur- 
rounded by a band of men, who in- 
ſtantly seized and hurried me into a 
boat.—T exclaimed loudly againſt the 
baseness of their behaviour. I raved 
—entreated—threatened—tryed every 
means to soften the cruel villains into 
pity, but in vain, —They paid not ths 
leaſt 


— — 
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leaſt regard to either, but carried me on 
board a corsair trading to Algiers, where 
L was sentenced to a painful ſlavery. 

en this ſituation continued Al- 
bert I remained fiftecn months, 
without even a hope of cver being able 
to return to my native country; hav- 
ing learnt, when on board, that it was 
my crucl brother who had planned 
my ruin, and had taken every pre- 
caution to continue my confinement. 
—] wrote many letters to my father 
but never received an answer. It is 
now two years ſince, by a lucky acci- 
dent, I made my escape from Algiers; 


it was then, that a dawn of hope be- 


gan to break through the dark clouds 


of my despair, and I Jooked forward. 
to a fortune that 1 thought was now 


tired with persecuting me; but, alas! 
my expectations, on that head, proved 
oo 
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too sanguine.— I was taken prisoner 
in my retreat, in one of the foreſts of 
Iſtria, by a banditti who infeſted that 
quarter; here I was obliged to be a 
witness to scenes, the bare recol- 
lection of which makes my soul 
ſhrink back with horror: 

«© My bravery, however, in an ac- 
tion in which they loſt their leader, 
made them choose me for their cap- 
tain, after having forced me to take. 
the oath of allegiance, and sacrifice 
my peace, by being. obliged to 8anc- 
tion their barbarous employment.— 
The depredations we datly committed, - 
called loudly for suppreſſion, *till at 
length our rendezvous was discovered; 
and, after an obſtinate reſiſtance, in 

which the greateſt part of them fell, 
the. gang was taken prisoners, and 


carried: 


A Gothic Story. 


-carried to Vienna, in order to be 
broken upon the wheel. 

% On dur arrival at that capital, 
my innocence appeared by the teſti- 
mony of one of the robbers; who, 
expiring under the torture, declared 
that I had been taken prisoner by 
them, and carried wounded to their 
cave; and on my recovery, obliged 
me, on pain of death, not only to 
Join them, but bind myself by the moſt 
rigid oath, to remain faithful to the 
truſt they had reposed in me. From 
this evidence, in my favor, my sen- 
tence was mitigated to a ſhort impri- 
sonment, at the expiration of which 
I was permitted to return to my native 
country. 

] arrived at Briſtol the day be- 
fore yeſterday, where 1 hired a horse 
to carry me-to Ilfracomb ; but, with- 

in 
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in a mile of this spot, it fell dead un- 
der me, obliging me to continue my 
journey on foot. On entering this 
wood I was affaulted by two rogues, 
who suppoſing from my habit my 
murder would procure them a rich 
booty, attacked me with that intent; 
when, fortunately, your arrival pro— 
tected me from their violence, and 
bleſſed me with the ſight of a long 
absent friend; proving that I am not 
deserted by that Providence, which has 
manifeſted its care by sending such a 
generous auxiliary to my aid.” 

* Thus having made a detail of his 
sufferings, during his absence—con- 
tinued Maurice—he immediately re- 
queſted me to relate the welfare of 
those, whom he had left, with regret, 
behind him. But, oh! heaven—what 
torture did that queſtion occaſion me. 

— What 


A Sothic Story. 233 


What could I answer? My heſita- 
tion awakened his emotion he repeat- 
ed his demand.—I obeyed, with re- 
lutance—and rent his noble heart a- 
sunder.— I would express his behavi- 
our on the occaſion, but ſeel 
yourself in his ſituation, and imagine 
hat is beyond my capacity to de- 
scribe. I ſtrove to reason him into 
composure, softening the tale of woe 
I had related, by inſinuating your 
escape from the treachery of a wretch, 
who had broken all the ties of honor 
and humanity.— At length manly for- 
titude resumed its empire o'er his heart; 
—he saw it was the decree of heaven, 
—bowed with reverence to the Deity, 
whose wisdom he had inconſiderately 
reproached ; and, with a calmness that 
expreſſed his reſignation, mounted 
one of the horses and returned with 
me to the caſtle. I endeavoured, by 
0 g the 
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in a mile of this spot, it fell dead un- 
der me, obliging me to continue my 
journey on foot. On entering this 
wood I was aſſaulted by two rogues, 
who suppoſing from my habit my 
murder would procure them a rich 
booty, attacked me with that intent; 
when, fortunately, your arrival . pro- 
tected me from their violence, and 
bleſſed me with the fight of a long 
absent friend; proving that I am not 
deserted by that Providence, which has 
manifeſted its care by sending such a 
generous auxiliary to my aid.“ 

* Thus having made a detail of his 
sufferings, during his absence—con- 
inued Maurice—he immediately re- 
queſted me to relate the welfare of 
those, whom he had left, with regret, 
behind him. But, oh! heaven what 
torture did that queſtion occaſion me] 

What 
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What could I answer? - My heſita- 
tion awakened his emotion he repeat- 
ed his demand.—I obeyed, with re- 
luctance—and rent his noble heart a- 
sunder.— I would express his behavi- 
our on the occaſion, but ſeel 
yourself in his ſituation, and imagine 
what is beyond my capacity to de- 
scribe. I ſtrove to reason him into 
composure, softening the tale of woe 
] had related, by inſinuating your 
escape from the treachery of a wretch, 
who had broken all the ties of honor 
and humanity.— At length manly for- 
titude resumed its empire o' er his heart; 
—he saw it was the decree of heaven, 
—bowed with reverence to the Deity, 
whose wisdom he had inconſiderately 


reproached ; and, with a calmness that 


expreſſed his reſignation, mounted 
one of the horses and returned with 
me to the caſtle, I endeavoured, by 
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the way, to prevent his expoſing him- 
self to the treachery of his brother; 
and requeſted he would retire to a place 
of safety, wherein he might fulfill his 
intentions, without the hazard of his 
person. He rejected my advice, as- 
suring me, the disguise which he had 
purposely worn, would prevent his be- 
ing known by him, until he thought 
proper to discover himself, the avenger 
of his father's murder.” 3% 
« Murder!“ —exclaimed Amanda, 
interrupting him—Suppress your emo- 
tion continued Maurice—the deed 
is paſt recall—has flown to heaven, 
and its vengeance has at length o'er- 
taken the perpetrator. On our arrival 
at the caſtle we found all in confuſion; 
when enquiring of Lancelot the oc- 
caſion, he informed us that Hubert, 
during the night, had deſtroyed him- 
self, — a paper upon his pillow, 
confeſſing, 
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confeſſing, that accompanied by San- 
cho, the black, he had ſtole into his 
father's chamber at che dead of night; 
where, after having cruelly murdered 
him in his ſleep; they conveyed the 
body through a paſſage in the wain- 
Scot to a closet beneath, where they 
had buried it. It contained also an 
avowal of his treachery to his absent 
brother; as also his barbarous beha- 
-viour to you, whom he had com- 
miſſioned Sancho to decoy from the 
caltle, and afterwards murder! Here 
let me end the tragical relation. I- 
accompanied Albert to the closet, 
from whence the remains of his noble 
father were removed to the church, 
and there yeſterday interred beſide 
the body of his unhappy brother; at 
whose grave, Albert, addreſſing the 
croud around him, exclaimed—* Let 
this awful spectacle furniſh a leſſon to 
8 g 2 poſterity, , 
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poſterity, of the over-ruhng hand of 
Providence, and the certainty of re- 
tribution.“ £1 

„He then discovered- himself to 
his domeſtics,. who, with the whole 
village, rejoices in his preservation 
and return. Peace is reſtored at the 
caſtle, where one thing is only want- 
ing to complete the deſires of che 
owner. Prepare, therefore, to accom- 
pany me thither, and, by your pre- 
sence, dispel all lurking care from the 
bosom of your Albert,” 

At the concluſion of Maurice's re- 
lation, Amanda knelt down, and con- 
tinued, for some time, in fervent de- 
votion; in which ſhe was, however, 
diſturbed by the entrance of Blanche, 
who, accompanied by the lady abbess, 
and the reſt of the holy ſiſterhood, 
came. to enquire after her recovery, 
and the occaſion of her emotion.— 


phe, 
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She, without heſitation, related the 
heads of the wonderful adventure, 
whrch had occaſioned her to quit the 
convent; and concluded in requeſting 
her faithful companion to prepare to 
accompany her back to the caſtle, and 
partake in all the happiness of one 
whose life ſhe-had preserved. 

The joy—replied” Blanche—that 
happy incident occaſions me, amply 
repays the hazard I ran in undertak- 
ing it. I rejoice at the pleaſing pro- 
spect before you, regrettiag only that 
I ſhall lose by it the greateſt pleasure 
J had to boaſt on earth. But I will 
spare you nevertheless :—Go, thou 
dear deserving friend, and revel in all 
the enjoyments that await you. To 
me the world appears to wear no 
charm; do not therefore by a fruit- 
less importunity give me pain in 
obliging me to deny you what I can 
neves 
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never grant. Think that I am en- 
deavouring to huſh the reproaches of 
my conscience, and preparing for a 

greater happiness hereafter.— The laſt 
and only requeſt I have to make of 
you is, that you will sometimes beſtow. 
a thought on your penitent friend, 
who, in her devotions, will not, for- 

get to bless you.“ 

& Convinced as I am—said Mau— 
rice, addreſſing himself to Blanche — 
your determination will retard the 
completion of your friend's happiness; 
yet 1 will not advise you to act con- 
trary to your inclination; and that 

time may not erase from your me- 
mory the recollection of her features, 
Lhere present you with her semblance.” 

In saying this, he drew the miniature 
from his pocket, that he had taken from 

the cheſt; and which, on his return 

to the caſtle, he had found secreted in 
che 
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the late baron's scrutoire. Blanche 
received it with a transport that be- 
spoke her eſtimation of the giſt; ex- 
preſſing her satisfaction at the ſtrong 

resemblance it bore to the original. 
Amanda declared her aſtoniſhment 
at ſight of it, aſſuringthem that ſhe had 
never seen it before, nor had ever sat 
for such a picture. Nor was it drawn 
for you—repi1ed Maurice, interrupt- 
ing her yet how exact is the delinea- 
tion of the features.” This appearing 
rather extraordinary, the picture was 
handed round the room; when an 
elderly lady present, who had appeared 
more eager then the reſt to peruse it, 
no sooner caſt her eyes upon the face, 
than ſhe gave a loud scream, and 
dropt from her seat, to all appearance 
dead. At length, by proper applica- 
tions, ſhe began to revive; and, after, 
with great agitation, enquired of 
Maurice, 
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Maurice, by what means he had gained 
poſſeſſion of the portrait.—“ I found 
it in a cheſt—said he — enclosed in a 
manuscript writing, that entreated suc- 
cour for the infant who accompanied 
it.“ It is It is! my daughter,“ 
—exclaimed the enraptured recluse 
who, once more overpowered by her 
transports fainted in the arms of 
Amanda, who had ran to meet the 

parental embrace. | 
Blanche, while the tears of sympa- 
thetic: joy trickled down her cheek, 
with gentle admonitions, urged mo- 
deration to Amanda; who, with 
speechless emotion, was waiting her 
parent's second recovery, which, when 
viſible, ſhe fell upon ber knees, teſti- 
fying her respect to that dear and long 
loſt author of her being. So entirely 
were the faculties of the nun engroſſed 
in the contemplation of her reſtored 
{RS daughter, 
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daughter, that ſhe noticed not the reſt 
ol the company, who dropt the tear of 
sympathyat the affecting scene. Giving 
time, however, for sur prize and joy to 
subſide from so unexpected a meeting, 
the transported parent submitted to 
the importunity of her ſiſters in se- 
cluſton; and, after having again em- 
braced her daughter, thus briefly elu- 
cCidated the cause of her emotion at 
the ſight of the picture. 

* | was born the only daughter of 
one of the greateſt families in Italy, 
the heiress of a conſiderable fortune in 
right of my mother, who died when 
I] was very young.—At whose death I 
was obliged to quit the seminary, 
wherein-I was educated, to attend to 
the domeſtic affairs of my family, 
which-now conſiſted ' of my father and 
brother, 

u h « The 
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„The respectability of my family, 
Joined to a tolerable fhare of beauty, 
gained me, before I had arrived at the 
age of fifteen, a number of admirers, 
who pretended themselves devoted to 
my charms.—How much the genera- 
lity of them were so in reality, I did 
not give myself the trouble to exa- 
mine, as I had no deſire to change my 
condition, or quit the society of a 
parent that adored me. Soon, how- 
ever, my resolution wavered, and 1 
became enamoured of a youth whose 
age did not exceed mine above four 
years; yet was there the appearance 
of manly majeſty, which, blended 
with the native sweetness and inno- 
cence of his unexperienced youth, 
gave those charms to his air, which I 
was unable to reſiſt.— He was my 
interior only in point of fortune; and 
chat deficiency, .in the eyes of my 
father 
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father (who partially imagined the. 
merits of his daughter might entitle. 
her to the greateſt expectations) over- 
balanced all his perfections. Thus 
was I prohibited from espouſing the. 
man whose jointure was his love, by 
a parent, who, forgetting in age the 
Softening deſires - of youth, looked on- 
grandeur'as the only felicity in mar- 
riage. | 

A thousand times—{(and heaven 
has chaſtised my-presumption)—1 have 
exclaimed—Oh give me but my Me- 
Iincourt; and I-defy the malevolence 
of fate! My deſires were accompliſh- 
ed. We were at length privately mar- 
ried; and for ten months I concealed 
my disobedience from the knowledge. 
of my family: At the expiration of 
that time, we were one fatal night sur- 
prized by my father and brother, who 
ruſhed into wy chamber —and, with- 

H h 2 out 


out waiting for me to proclaim our 
marriage, and by that means account 
for the appearances againſt me 
blinded by their resentment, they 
plunged both their daggers in his 
heart, and your unhappy: father ex- 
pired at my feet. At this dreadful 
spectacle I became deprived of my 
senses, falling upon the body in a. 
swoon; and, on my recovery, found 
my fright had oecaſioned the birth of 
the infant pledge of our mutual affec- 
tions. 

c had scarcely. recovered from 
my indispoſition, beſore I was, by 
order of my cruel brother; who ac- 
companied me, conveyed on ſhip- 
board, where I remained for several 
days, tortured with suspence, with- 
out either seeing him, or being able 
10 learn what deſtiny awaited me.— 


On the ninth Gay he entered my cabin; 
7 and 
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and after insulting my ſituation with 
his untimely reproach, he told me it 
was lis intention to waſh out the ſtain 
I had imprinted on my family, by my 


death, unless I would consent to de- 


ſtroy the author of my disgrace, and 
deprive my helpless infant of exiſt- 
ence. Savage conditions I- reject- 
ed them with exclamations againſt his- 


barbarity.— On this my unrelenting 


brother left the cabin, say ing he would 


allow me a few hours to determine on 


the conditions of my preservation; 
which, if J did not then consent to 
comes with, the deſtruction of us 
both ſhould atone. for my indisere- - 


tion. 


„To soften the savage resolution 
of my cruel brother, 1 tound, as im- 
poſſible as the attempt, to conceal you 
from its violence. No sooner there- 


fore had he left me, than I caſt my. 


self 
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self upon the deck, and entreated” 
heaven to extend to you its foſtering. 
care.— No sooner had J ended. my 
ejaculation, than I placed you, with 
that minature, into a trunk that ſtood. 
in my cabin; and, lowering it through 
one of the port holes into the sea, 
| committed it to the mercy of that 
| Providence, who has $so miracu-- 
louſly preserved you.—Soon after a. 

violent ſtorm arose, presenting me in 

the death. which I. momentarily ex- 
\ pected a release from all my cares. 
But here preservation was also extend- 
ed me; — with. seven of- the MI 
was taken up in the long boat—and 
by them put a ſhore at a small diſtance 
from this convent; whither I imme- 
diately repaired, with an intention to 
devote the remainder of my days to 
the service of that Almighty which 
had so rigourouſly corrected me, 
and 
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and whom, by my reſignation, I have 
endeavoured to appease, —1 pass 
over, in ſilence, the tortures I have 
endured; nor will J cloud the pro- 
spect of your felicity by rehearſing my 
unavailing despair. The irrevocable 
ſhaft is fled ;—my bosom has received 
it, and the scar can never be erased.“ 
Thus having concluded her tragi- 
cal relation, the unhappy lady resumed 
the countenance of composure—and 
clasping Amanda to her bosom, as- 
sured her the joy that embrace afforded, 
made ample amends for all her sor- 
rows paſt, and left her nothing more to 
alk of heaven.—The tears of com- 
mis ration were soon dried by the re- 
turn of tranquillity; and the beams 
of contentment ſhot through the 
cloud of affliction. 
Thus caving her mother to the care 
of the atictionate Blanche, and pro- 
miſing 
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: mifing to viſit them often, Amanda 
returned, with Maurice, to the caſtle, 
Albert, in the arms of love and 
friendſhip, enjoyed the bleſſings that 
surrounded him, with a heart over- 
flowing with benevolence to his fel- 
low - creatures, and gratitude to his 
Maker. His lady and himself were 
examples of conjugal happiness and 
affection, and Maurice, with good old 
Launcelot, were the happy ſharers ot 
their felicity. The retirement of her 
parent and friend was with reverence 
remembered, and often made joyous 
by the presence of the - connubia! 
pair. 

Thus though guiltiness may triumph 
for a season—a day of retribution is 
sure to come. 
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Finis. 


